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This is not journalism. 
(A journal of sorts, maybe, if it attracts enough energy and 
attention for further issues.) This is wholeheartedly intended 
to express partisan perspectives from out present position 
on the losing side of a 10,000-year-old war against capitalist 
social relations and all forms of control, constraint and me-
diation—everything that gets in between us and living most, 
if not all of our lives as free, self-determined beings. As the 
editors of Fire to the Prisons have said of their publication 
(and a fine one it is): “This is a biased source of poorly articu-
lated animosity against the world as we know it. This maga-
zine is intended to provoke, inspire, and persuade, like all 
propaganda… We report without the permission of the state 
or the mainstream—this writing is not declared legitimate 
by the forces that determine legitimacy.” This is something 
slightly different but offered in the same spirit: you will find 
less reporting in these pages, as our goal in producing this is 
to circulate ideas and analysis being produced on our side, 
to arm and inspire the aspiring insurgent, to form clear links 
in the continual feedback loop between theory and practice.

We are not leftists, 
activists or any other sort of people who get outraged about 
this or that “issue” or “injustice.” The issues are not the issue; 
the whole of modern existence enrages us. So we are not 
interested in “seizing” power or creating political forms, orga-
nizations or “counter”-institutions—but we can’t deny being 
power-hungry. As the current social order sets itself the task 
of taking all power over our lives, we look to moments of 
anonymity and resistance—of theft, sabotage, mutiny, strike, 
riot and desertion—as instances of freedom where we seize 
power over/with(in) our own existence. But a few moments 
are not enough—we want it all.
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These texts were assembled as a project of 
an autonomous committee against the 
metropolitan future in order to extend the 
reach of some of the brightest, sharpest, cruelest, 
prettiest, most interestingly dangerous words 
currently circulating on the theory and practice 
of revolt, particularly those which might have 
relevance here in the U.$. This is not the first or 
last word on anything. If you have contributions, 
comments or input of any kind, holla back unto 
ouradventuresincomplete@gmail.com.

On the one hand, 
we wish to live in 
communism
On the other, to spread 
anarchy



This is our emergency.
Humans being human beings 

—you call this life? I call it 
survival—this rusty heart 

pumping blood through tired muscles, 
singed lungs and sore eyes, this 
infusion of just enough protein, sugar 
and caffeine to keep us moving (but 
never at rest). But where is life? 
Where are we? Everywhere walls and 
cages, keeping us out, keeping others 
in; everywhere the police and all the 
cameras and sensors to ensure that 
we do nothing but obey, work, produce, 
consume… Not even commodities, but 
situations and relations which make 
this place a wasteland: a nowhere 
that’s everywhere.

And everywhere it insists that we for-
get we are losing a war, that we are 
not even supposed to survive except 
as it dictates. That the moments of our 
lives, the only ones we have, are be-
ing abused and taken from us, that our 
limbs move by the puppet strings of 
authority and economics. That we are 
here, and nowhere.

Where are we? The present—right 
here, right now—with its thousand hor-
rors, not the least of which is the way we 
are prevented from being truly present 
to its realities. We are given an endless 
string of reasons to justify this state of 
exception which has become the rule, 
and in the time-space of permanent 
emergency we move through the social 
machinery as ghosts of ourselves: as 
visible, productive identities, as bodies 
disciplined and organized by the stron-
ger hands of authority, like so many 
mechanical parts. Politics separates 
us from directly improving our condi-
tions, and chains us to the economy of 
survival: it organizes our enslavement 
through absence and deferment.

Survival is the space between what is 
required of us to simply live, and that life 
itself. That survival can, hitting a point 
of diminishing returns, explode, literally 
blowing apart the local structures of 
control that feed off it. But it’s not much 
use just waiting for this because submis-
sion to hierarchy remains the norm and 
reversals of the legitimate flow of pow-
er and violence, the exception. Our aim 
as a consciously-revolutionary minority 
within the current social structures is to 
deepen existing rifts and fractures, and 

to catalyze or create new ones. Not to 
lead or control rebellion, but to inspire 
and extend it in the direction of general-
ized rebellion and our ultimate, utopian 
project of ending control and the colo-
nization of life by survival. This is what 
we mean by social war. The front line, 
as they say, is everywhere: where we 
are and where we’re not, where we’ve 
been and where we’re going.

The creation of a real state of excep-
tion would be an interruption of the con-
tinual disaster of modern society, and a 
reinhabitation of the present by ungov-
ernable bodies—one that overcomes 
the command to circulate endlessly, 
to postpone, and to be useful to the 
bosses and managers of capital. That 
is, if we experience their emergency as 
a continuous displacement in time and 
space, our emergency will mean the 
forceful arrival in the here and now of 
everything we have been missing: ev-
erything imprisoned behind walls and 
under armed guard, everything that 
has been stolen from us by those who 
claim to protect us and our property—
the vitality of our lives, this relentless 
social war kept constantly at bay—of 
everything that is not-here in this no-
where we are forced to live in—in other 
words, utopia.

Utopia, of course, means a place that is 
not to be found on any map—a perfect 
opposite to the mapped non-places we 
are supposed to accept. In the old days 
(before GPS), unconquered lands ap-
peared as empty spaces on imperial 
maps, marked “Terra incognita—Here 
there be dragons.” Empire is right to 
fear the unknown spaces since it is 
from the blank spots on its maps that 
our exception could emerge: unkown 
bodies, masked and armed or dis-
guised like any sleepwalking citizen, 
turning every modern “wonder” into a 
car bomb, charged with our desires for 
a destructive and uncontrollable free-
dom, to make ash and ruins of every 
structure that stands in the way of our 
inhabiting the present.

This world is not our home, and we 
are homesick. As we are living crea-
tures, our life-force expresses itself in 
struggle against the governing reality, 
in theft, sabotage, rebellion, even in 
the small acts of solidarity in which we 

interact as human beings and not polit-
ical-economic objects and devices. But 
if we want this to be the world we live 
in rather than the exception to its rule, 
we will have to be willing to do far more 
than is required of us to simply survive 
in this world suffocated by exploitation. 
We will have to be ruthless, greedy for 
freedom, and clear about what stands 
in our way.

Freedom is not a beautiful ideal or 
something guaranteed by the state. It is 
that without which our lives are not our 
own and mean nothing. It is our birth-
right which has been stripped from us 
by those saying it will only be attained 
in heaven, or some earthly paradise of 
the future promised by technological, 
political, even revolutionary progress. 
We know better. Freedom is the war cry 
of the damned and in the work camps 
of this society can only make itself felt 
with broken glass, fire and blood: a 
reversal of the flows of power and vio-
lence which maintain the current order, 
overwhelming and destroying. Escape 
is only an option for a privileged few. 
As for the rest of us, we will have to do 
whatever it takes to not just survive, but 
to fight back.

If this sounds far-fetched it is because 
we have been drugged for too long with 
the myth of history depicted as stable, 
rational progress in a certain direction, 
towards a definite goal. In reality, histo-
ry has been the progressive expansion 
of everything that keeps us from living, 
the growth of the massive absence 
now choking us. It tears away time from 
space and empowerment from our ex-
istence. The sooner we recognize this 
house of cards for what it is and how it 
stays up, the sooner we can knock it 
down, bringing the real crisis: a halt to 
the normality of capitalist time, the end 
of history—the end of their world and 
the (re)birth of ours.

This present moment, in which the cur-
rent order reproduces its heinous self, 
is also the site where we will stop it. This 
requires the utmost of our attention, 
energy and effort. We require nothing 
less than a permanent and total inter-
ruption, the birth of a utopia where our 
desires acquire force and our dreams 
of freedom find victory over this miser-
able reality.
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Silently, and without much notice until recently, a series 
of collective, anonymous French texts appeared between 1999 
and 2007 that effectively slashed open a gap into the seamless 

fabric of banal political critique. Packed within the two issues of the 
journal Tiqqun—subtitled, at one point, Conscious Organ of the 
Imaginary Party—is a minefield of ideas barely tapped and hardly 
translated, including: Theory of Bloom, Theses on the Imaginary Party, 
Man-Machine: Directions for Use, First Materials for a Theory of the 
Young Girl, Introduction to Civil War, The Cybernetic Hypothesis, Theses 
on the Terrible Community, This is Not a Program, and How Is It to Be 
Done? Subsequently, an anonymous Call surfaced which responded 
to Tiqqun’s provocations, laying out more clearly just how it is to be 
done. Finally, in 2007 The Coming Insurrection emerged, that searing 
text by the “Invisible Committee” which the French government 
has recently described as a “manual for insurrection.” Using it as their 
only evidence, the Minister of Interior has accused the alleged writers 
of “conspiracy to terrorism” in relation to the recent rail sabotages…

Perhaps, at the risk of becoming accomplices in a thoughtcrime, it 
is time to seriously look at this family of texts. For as we will see, 
although the government is wrong to accuse them of terrorism, they 
are right to be afraid of the ideas housed within. For if they are to be 
thought through, then what they are describing is nothing less than 
the dissolution of the modern world as such. But this goal is nothing 
to fear for all those who desire worlds other than this one, worlds 
in which our ability to collectively exist outstrips any governmental, 
capitalist, or societal attempt to capture our desires. What follows 
is a skeleton that emerges from a reading of four of those texts—
Introduction to Civil War, How Is It to Be Done?, Call, and The Com-
ing Insurrection—which can hopefully guide one through the shifting 
fields of meaning that are produced therein.

In a series of theses and notes, the Introduction to Civil War lays out 
the biopolitical horizon in which our modern lives are situated. This 
horizon is conceived of as a global “civil war” amongst forms-of-
life. How Is It to Be Done? poetically marks the ethical necessity of 
becoming-anonymous, of dis-identifiying with all received and all 
possible forms of political classification. To realize this en masse, we 
must pass through the unchartered waters of the human strike, that 
form of action in which inoperativity becomes synonymous with pos-
sibility. In seven propositions and scholia, the Call critiques existing 
forms of activism as not only irrelevant, but reactionary as well. Once 
this is accomplished, the desertion of activism can begin, in which 
living communism and spreading anarchy constitute the dual sides of 
the same structure of revolt. The Comnig Insurrection, after outlining 
the seven circles of hell in which contemporary French politics re-
sides, opens up onto a strategy of resistance centered on the irrevers-
ible multiplication of articulated communes. The commune names 
both the work of self-sufficiency shared amongst comrades as well as 
the incessant blockages, liberations, and points of confrontation that 
populate and crack the metropolis itself. What is the reason for all of 
this? Survival and its correlate, joy.

There are two moments which these texts all are crafted around, two 
simultaneous and overlapping possibilities of action which are articu-
lated within a widening zone of indistinction called the commune. 
These two moments, although empirically indistinguishable, are logi-
cally discrete; they signify the two sides of communization. That is, on 
the one hand, a subjective decomposition occurs through becoming  a 

whatever singularity in the human strike; and on the other hand, 
a collective reconstitution occurs through forming and experiencing 
a consistency of intense strategies of sharing, blockading, and lib-
erating territory. Like a möbius strip, the inside flips outside in the 
“center” of this politics-without-name. For instance, describing the 
politics of the whatever singularity, it is written,

Becoming whatever is more revolutionary than any whatever-be-
ing. Liberating spaces sets us free a hundred times more than any 
“liberated space.” More than putting any power into action, I 
enjoy the circulation of my potentialities. The politics of the 
whatever singularity lies in the offensive. (How?)

Within the contemporary order of empire, where life itself is the ob-
ject and ground of political power, the ability to evade capture is the 
same ability to confront power, for power itself is grafted onto an 
architecture of control which only needs to recognize something in 
order to neutralize it. “From now on, to be perceived means to be 
defeated.” (How?) Becoming anonymous while remaining singular is 
the modern task of resistance today, a task as offensive as it is defen-
sive. This is what grounds the imperative of the human strike:

Empire means that in all things the political moment domi-
nates the economic one. A general strike is helpless against this. 
What must be opposed to Empire is a human strike. Which 
never attacks relations of production without attacking at the 
same time the affective knots which sustain them. Which un-
dermines the shameful libidinal economy of Empire, Which 
restores the ethical element—the how—repressed in every con-
tact between neutralised bodies. (How?)

What the human strikes creates is the possibility for shared worlds 
to communicate free of coercion on the basis of their needs. These 
shared worlds constitute the commune. “The commune is the basic 
unit in a life of resistance. The insurrectionary surge is probably noth-
ing more than a multiplication of communes, their articulation and 
inter-connection.” (Insurrection)

On one side of the commune then is the vector of self-dissolution, 
a process by which worn identities such as ‘activist,’ ‘squatter,’ ‘envi-
ronmentalist,’ etc., become utterly void of meaning. Against the tri-
umph of “existential liberalism” (Call) and its emphasis on individual 
choice, distinct properties, social contracts, and the management of 
things, we must instead form worlds created out of our own shared 
needs and desires. If we live in a world where politics is nothing but 
the consumption of an identity-of-resistance, then in order to outma-
noeuvre politics, we must vomit up our identities wholesale. Becom-
ing opaque to the managers of empire, we subtract ourselves from 
their forms of accounting as well. Hence,

the experience of my own desubjectivization. I become a what-
ever singularity. My presence starts overflowing the whole appa-
ratus of qualities that are usually associated with me. (How?)

Evading the “imperial police of qualities,” this dis-identification 
opens up a space in which a real singular existence can emerge.

Everything that isolates me as a subject, as a body provided with 
a public configuration of attributes, I feel melting. The bodies 
fray at their limit. At their limit, become indistinct. (How?)

Human Strike After Human Strike: 
On the occasion of the recent arrests in France
by Johann Kaspar, Occupied London (occupiedlondon.org)
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This existence, while formally anonymous, is materially present. This 
is named the form-of-life. “The elementary human unity is not the 
body—the individual—but the form-of-life” (War). Expressing not 
the what of life but the how, this affective form traverses individual 
bodies, either joining with those which are compatible (friendship) 
or repelling from those which are irreconcilable (enmity). The free 
play between forms-of-life is named civil war. “‘Civil war,’ then, 
because forms-of-life are indifferent to the separations of men from 
women, political existence from bare life, civilian from military; be-
cause to be neutral is to take sides in the free play of forms-of-life; 
because this play between forms-of-life has no beginning or end that 
can be declared, its sole end being the physical end of the world that 
no one would be able to 
declare” (War). World civil 
war is nothing but this situ-
ation generalized across the 
planet. In this situation, the 
enemy is not something 
which we stand opposed to, 
but rather a milieu which 
we stand hostile within.

If our forms-of-life are the 
parties to a world civil war, 
then how do they commu-
nicate without becoming 
identities, without mimick-
ing the state-form? It is here 
that the force of the imagi-
nary party and the invisible 
committee comes through. 
For in the collective drown-
ing of one’s own assignable 
qualities, zones of opacity 
emerge which, being empty 
of all predicates, effectively 
constitute the common. 
Rendering oneself inopera-
tive alongside others—that 
is, engaging in the human 
strike—reveals the possibil-
ity of communication across 
bodies with no names.

I need to become anony-
mous in order to be pres-
ent. The more anony-
mous I am, the more 
present I am. I need 
zones of indistinction to 
reach the Common. To 
no longer recognize my-
self in my name; to no 
longer hear in my name anything but the voice that calls it. To 
give substance to the how of beings, not what they are but how 
they are what they are: their life-form. I need zones of opacity 
where the attributes, even criminal, even brilliant, no longer 
separate bodies. (How?)

In other words, “the collective creation of a strategy is the only al-
ternative to falling back on an identity” (Call). In this zone of in-
distinction born of the human strike, comes the possibility that such 
a strategy may take hold. By unraveling the process of biopolitical 
desubjectivization on one side of the commune, we find ourselves 
exposed to the possibility for an insurgent resubjectivization on the 

other. Hence, we move around, in a torsion of being, from the logic 
of the human strike to the strategy of communisation.

“Our strategy is therefore the following,” says the Call, “to immedi-
ately establish a series of foci of desertion, of secession poles, of rally-
ing points. For the runaways. For those who leave. A set of places to 
take shelter from the control of a civilization that is headed for the 
abyss” (Call). These foci of desertion are not given but neither are 
they created; they are rather established within and through what is 
already present. They are topological mutations of the forms we are 
presented with, such that experience knows no name for our modes 
of relation with them, except through the link between sharing and 

needs. “Communism starts 
from the experience of sharing. 
And first, from the sharing of 
our needs.” Here “needs” refers 
to “the relationship through 
which a certain sensible being 
gives meaning to such or such 
element of his world” (Call). 
In this view, communism is 
another word for the “sharing 
of the sensible,” the practice of 
coordinating worlds of mean-
ing across the abyss of bare 
life.

Reconstituting worlds of shared 
experience “can only take the 
form of a collection of acts of 
communization, of making 
common such-and-such space, 
such-and-such machine, such-
and-such knowledge. That is 
to say, the elaboration of the 
mode of sharing that attaches 
to them” (Call). Sharing here is 
not simply a gratuitous act be-
tween individuals, but a mode 
of survival across bodies and 
spaces in a consistent series of 
linked events. Communizing 
a space, knowledge or objects 
is not changing its relations of 
production, but rather abolish-
ing those relations, rendering 
them structurally meaningless, 
indeterminable. “Communiz-
ing a place means: setting its 
use free, and on the basis of 
this liberation experimenting 
with refined, intensified, and 
complicated relations” (Call).

But communizing without anarchizing is hopeless, for one must con-
stitute a threat in order for communism to be more than an isolated 
affair. Following the logic of anarchy implies here the task of causing 
inscrutable confusion and damage to the enemy while simultaneously 
expanding one’s power of self-organization with one’s friends. Three 
notes on how to do this culled from The Insurrection to Come: one, 
fan the flames of every crisis. Why? Because “the interruption of the 
flow of commodities, the suspension of normality and of police con-
trol releases a potential for self-organization unthinkable under nor-
mal circumstances.” Two, liberate territory from police occupation; 
avoid direct confrontation as much as possible. Expose the police for 
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what they are: shameless parasites of the fear of people. Don’t fetishize 
police confrontation, rather confront the fetishization of the police. 
Finally, blockade everything. In a world where “power is the very 
organization itself of the metropolis,” where life is suspended such 
that capital may be free, any and every interruption has the possibil-
ity of reopening the possibility of life again. “But a blockage can only 
go as far as the capacity of the insurgents to feed themselves and to 
communicate, as far as the effective self-organization of the different 
communes” (Insurrection). In other words, blockades must contribute 
to both the extensive mutilation of the metropolitan form as well as 
the intensive circulation of self-perpetuating knowledge and affects. 
Perhaps, if one maintains an attention of discipline, if one wagers on 

a thin ridge their entire existence, then what becomes possible is that 
as yet unachieved goal for every insurrection: to become irreversible 
(Insurrection).

This is where we are left today. With comrades in jail, how are we to 
take this in, make it ours, consume it without deforming it? If the 
invisible has become identified, if the opaque has been made trans-
parent, then there is no other solution but to disguise ourselves once 
more, opening

human strike after human strike, to reach the insurrection, 
where there is nothing but, where we are all, whatever singu-
larities. (How?)

How is 
it to be 
d o n e ?

On November 11th 2008, French Anti-Terrorism Police arrested around twenty people, mostly in Tarnac, a small vil-
lage in the Corrèze region of central France.  Nine were subsequently accused of “criminal association for the pur-
poses of terrorist activity” in connection with the sabotage of train lines which had caused delays on the French 
railways, all but one of them have since been released on bail. Very little evidence has been presented against 
them, but central to the prosecution is their alleged authorship of a book, The Coming Insurrection, and their as-
sociation with what the French government has termed the “utlra-left” or “anarcho-autonomous movement.” 
See http://tarnac9.wordpress.com for support info and to read more ill joints like this.
Standing up again. Lifting the 
head up. By choice or by neces-
sity. Whatever, really, now. Look-
ing at each other in the eyes and 
saying “let’s start again”. Let ev-
erybody know it, as soon as pos-
sible. We are starting again.

We have seen, we have understood. 
The means and the ends. The fu-
ture that is reserved for us. The one 
we are denied. The state of excep-
tion. The laws that put the police, the 
administration, the judicial authori-
ties above the laws. The criminaliza-
tion, the psychiatrization, the medi-
calization of everything that escapes 
the frame. Of everything that flees. 
We have seen, we have understood. 
The means and the ends.

When power establishes in real time 
its own legitimacy, when its violence 
becomes preventive and its right is a 

“right to interfere,” then it is useless to 
be right, to be right against it. One has 
to be stronger, or slier. That is also why 
we are starting again.

To start again is never to start some-
thing again. Nor to pick up things where 
they had been left off. What you start 
again is always something else, is al-
ways unheard of, because it is not the 
past that drives us to it, but precisely 
what in it has not happened. And be-
cause it is also ourselves, then, who are 
starting again. To start again means: to 
get out of suspension. To restore the 
contact between our becomings. Mov-
ing, again, from where we are, now.

For instance there are tricks we will no 
longer fall for. The trick of “society”. To 
be transformed. To be destroyed. To be 
bettered. The trick of the social bond. 
That some would break while others 
can pretend to “restore” it. We will no 

longer fall for these tricks. One would 
have to be a militant element of the 
planetary petty-bourgeoisie, a citizen 
really, not to see that society no longer 
exists, that it has imploded. That it is 
only an argument for the terror of those 
who claim to re/present it. That which 
has absented…

S/he who refuses this delusion will 
have to take a step to the side to make 
a slight displacement from the common 
logic of Empire and its protest, the logic 
of mobilization, from their common 
time-frame, that of emergency.

To start again means: to inhabit this 
displacement. To face capitalist schizo-
phrenia in the sense of a growing ca-
pacity of desubjectivization. To des-
ert without abandoning the weapons. 
To flee, imperceptibly. To start again 
means: to marshal social secession, 
invisibility, to join the demobilization, 
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draining from one or other imperial 
production-consumption network the 
means to live and fight in order, at the 
chosen time, to scuttle it.

What we are talking about is a new war, 
a new partisan war, without front nor 
uniform, without army nor decisive bat-
tle. A guerilla whose focos unfold away 
from the commercial flows although 
plugged into them. We’re talking about 
a war full of latency, that’s got time. A 
war of position, which is waged where 
we are, in the name of no one. In the 
name of our own existence, which has 
no name…

In a squat. In an orgy. In a riot. In an 
occupied train or village. In search, 
among strangers, of a free party that is 
nowhere to be found. I make the expe-
rience of this slight displacement. The 
experience Of my own desubjectiviza-
tion. I become a whatever singularity. 
My presence starts overflowing the 
whole apparatus of qualities that are 
usually associated with me. In the eyes 
of someone who would like to consider 
me for what I am, I savour the disap-
pointment, his disappointment to see 
me becoming so common, so perfectly 
accessible. In the gestures of someone 
else, I find an unexpected complicity. 
Everything that isolates me as a sub-
ject, as a body provided with a public 
configuration of attributes, I feel melt-
ing. The bodies fray at their limit. At 
their limit, become indistinct. Block by 
block, the whatever ruins the equiva-
lence. And I reach a new nudity, an im-
proper nudity, as if dressed with love.

Does one ever escape from the prison 
of the Self alone?

In a squat. In an orgy. In a riot. In an oc-
cupied train or village. We get together 
again. We get together again as what-
ever singularities. That is to say not on 
the basis of a common affiliation, but of 
a common presence. This is our need 
for communism. The need for noctur-
nal spaces, where we can get together 
beyond our predicates. Beyond the 
tyranny of recognition Which imposes 
recognition as a final distance between 
bodies. As an ineluctable separation…

I need to become anonymous, in or-
der to be present. The more anony-
mous I am, the more present I am. 
I need zones of indistinction to reach 
the Common. To no longer recognize 

myself in my name. To no longer hear 
in my name anything but the voice that 
calls it. To give substance to the how 
of beings, not what they are but how 
they are what they are. Their life-form. 
I need zones of opacity where the attri-
butes, even criminal, even brilliant, no 
longer separate bodies.

Becoming whatever, becoming a what-
ever singularity, is not given. Always 
possible, but never given. There is 
a politics of the whatever singularity 
which consists in snatching from Em-
pire the often interstitial conditions and 
means to experience yourself as such. 
This is political, because it implies a 
capacity of confrontation, and it corre-
sponds to a new human aggregation. 
The politics of the whatever singularity: 
opening those spaces where no act is 
assignable to any given body. Where 
the bodies recover their ability of ges-
ture which the so clever distribution 
of metropolitan devices—computers, 
cars, schools, cameras, cell-phones, 
gyms, hospitals, televisions, cinemas, 
etc.—had stolen from them. By recog-
nising them. By immobilising them. By 
making them spin uselessly. By mak-
ing the head exist separately from the 
body…

How is it to be done? Not what is to be 
done? How to do? The question of the 
means. Not of the goals, the objectives, 
what there is to be done, strategically, 
in the absolute. The question of what 
we can do, tactically, from the situation, 
and of the acquisition of this ability. How 
to? How to desert? How does it work? 
How to make a fit between my wounds 
and communism? How to stay at war 
without losing tenderness? The ques-
tion is technical. Not a problem. Prob-
lems are profitable. They feed experts. 
A question. A question of techniques. 
Which reduplicates itself in the ques-
tion of the techniques of transmission 
of those techniques…

The global order cannot be taken as 
an enemy. Directly. Because the global 
order does not take place. On the con-
trary. It is the order of the non-places. 
Its perfection is not to be global, but to 
be globally local. The global order is 
the exclusion of any event because it is 
the utmost, authoritarian occupation of 
the local. The global order can only be 
opposed locally. Through the extension 
of opaque zones over Empire’s maps. 

Through their growing interconnection. 
Underground.

The coming politics. Politics of local in-
surrection against global management. 
Of presence won over the absence to 
oneself. Over the citizen, the imperial 
disposession. Won through theft, fraud, 
crime, friendship, enmity, conspiracy. 
Through the elaboration of ways of liv-
ing that are also ways of fighting…

Learning how to become impercep-
tible. To merge. To regain the taste for 
anonymity, for promiscuity. To renounce 
distinction, to elude the clampdown: 
setting the most favorable conditions 
for confrontation. Becoming sly. Be-
coming merciless. And for that purpose 
becoming whatever.

How to do? is the question of the lost 
children. Those who were not told. 
Those with the clumsy gestures. To 
whom nothing was given. Whose ani-
mality, whose wandering, always be-
trays itself. The coming revolt is the 
revolt of the lost children. The thread 
of historical transmission has been bro-
ken. Even the revolutionary tradition 
leaves us orphaned… Rather than new 
critiques, it is new cartographies that 
we need. Not cartographies of Empire, 
but of the lines that flee out of it. How to 
do? We need maps. Not maps of what 
is off the map. But navigating maps. 
Maritime maps. Orientation tools. That 
do not try to explain or represent what 
lies inside of the different archipelagos 
of desertion, but indicate how to join 
them…

Bodies gather. Breathe again. Conspire. 
Whether such zones are condemned to 
be suppressed militarily really does not 
matter. What matters, each time, is to 
preserve a sure escape route. And then 
re-group elsewhere, later…

Thus, human 
strike after human 
strike, to reach the 
insurrection, where 
there is nothing 
but, where we 
are all, whatever 
singularities.
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On making total fucking destroy:
Some collected reflections on destroyings recently fucked in Greece

December 6
Greek police shot and killed 15-year-old anarchist Alexandros Gir-
goropoulos in the Exarchia district of Athens. In minutes word of his 
death had spread throughout Greece. Within hours Athens was, quite 
literally, on fire. Soon thereafter, concrete was torn up and smoke 
reached for the sky in all the metropolises, and from spaces in be-
tween. The metropolis was no longer merely an apparatus of control, 
it was something flammable, something to be broken down, made 
into weapons, turned into resources and shared. His death was a call 
to war; one not justified because of a new revelation of horror in 
police misconduct, but in the way it made blatant the precarity of 
those who willfully find themselves in conflict with the conditions 
of state and capital. What conflict had become ritual and normal-
ized in Greece over the last years exceeded its boundaries. The unrest 
sustained for seventeen days, finding power in the generalization of 
conflict through the spread of autonomous occupied spaces and a re-
territorialization of geographies hostile to the police.

Some indefinite, yet recent time before these events, a woman crashed 
her car in Exarchia and wanted to file a police report. She called the 
police, but because of where she was, they simply refused to come. 
She pleaded a compromise offering to move her car just a block away 
slightly outside of the border of the neighborhood. After much hag-
gling, with resignation the police officers finally agreed. She moved 

her car and soon the police arrived. As the car doors opened and they 
stepped out, two masked individuals appeared and beat the officers 
unconscious.

Police do not come to Exarchia “the anarchist stronghold” without 
pains of knowing the reality of this war; of stepping into a territory 
that has entered into resistance. They walk these streets nervously 
only with overwhelming displays of force expecting at the very least 
to be lit on fire. Residents of Exarchia, from senior citizens to fami-
lies, throw their hatreds at the police, spit in their faces, and openly 
refuse cooperation, forming a geography of hostility.

Significance lies here in viewing these events not as a static model. 
Rather it is in pursuing questions relating to the creation of autono-
my through the production of territories in which control as a totality 
is less total, where the commune as a network of anti-capitalist anti-
state forms proliferates through which the metropolis becomes some-
thing flammable, something to be broken down, made into weapons, 
turned into resources and shared. We can become our own riot porn 
production machine, but this is less important than “creating the 
conditions where an offensive can sustain itself without fading, of 
establishing the material solidarities that allow us to hold on.”

—Total Destroy #3 
Milwaukee
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Clenching fear in their teeth the dogs howl: Return to normality—the fools’ feast 
is over. The philologists of assimilation have already started digging up their cut-
sharp caresses: “We are ready to forget, to understand, to exchange the promis-
cuity of these few days, but now behave or we shall bring over our sociologists, 
our anthropologists, our psychiatrists! Like good fathers we have tolerated with 
restraint your emotional eruption—now look at how desks, offices and shop win-
dows gape empty! The time has come for a return, and whoever refuses this holy 
duty will be hit hard, will be sociologized, will be psychiatrized.” An injunction 
hovers over the city: “Are you at your post?” Democracy, social harmony, national 
unity and all the other big hearths stinking of death have already stretched out 
their morbid arms.

Power (from the government to the family) aims not simply to repress the insur-
rection and its generalization, but to produce a relation of subjectivization. A rela-
tion that defines bios, that is political life, as a sphere of cooperation, compromise 
and consensus. “Politics is the politics of consensus; the rest is gang-war, riots, 
chaos.” This is a true translation of what they are telling us, of their effort to deny 
the living core of every action, and to separate and isolate us from what we can 
do: not to unite the two into one, but to rupture again and again the one into two. 
The mandarins of harmony, the barons of peace and quiet, law and order, call on 
us to become dialectic. But those tricks are desperately old, and their misery is 
transparent in the fat bellies of the trade-union bosses, in the washed-out eyes of 

We are here. 
We are everywhere. 
We are an image from the future.

(describing a confusion of 

direction, but a need to prevent 

normality from returning)
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the intermediaries, who like vultures perch over every 
negation, over every passion for the real. We have seen 
them in May, we have seen them in L.A. and Brixton, 
and we have been watching them over decades licking 
the now long-white bones of the 1973 Polytechnic. We 
saw them again yesterday when instead of calling for 
a permanent general strike, they bowed to legality and 
called off the strike protest march. Because they know 
all too well that the road to the generalization of the 
insurrection is through the field of production – through 
the occupation of the means of production of this world 
that crushes us.

Tomorrow dawns a day when nothing is certain. And 
what could be more liberating than this after so many 
long years of certainty? A bullet was able to interrupt 
the brutal sequence all those identical days. The as-
sassination of a 15 year old boy was the moment when 
a displacement took place strong enough to bring the 
world upside down. A displacement from the seeing 
through of yet another day, to the point that so many 
think simultaneously: “That was it, not one step further, 
all must change and we will change it.” The revenge for 
the death of Alex, has become the revenge for every 
day that we are forced to wake up in this world. And 
what seemed so hard proved to be so simple.

This is what has happened, what we have. If some-
thing scares us is the return to normality. For in the 
destroyed and pillaged streets of our cities of light we 
see not only the obvious results of our rage, but the 
possibility of starting to live. We have no longer any-
thing to do than to install ourselves in this possibility 
transforming it into a living experience: by grounding 
on the field of everyday life, our creativity, our power to 
materialise our desires, our power not to contemplate 
but to construct the real. This is our vital space. All the 
rest is death. 

Those who want to understand will understand. Now is 
the time to break the invisible cells that chain each and 
everyone to his or her pathetic little life. And this does 
not require solely or necessarily one to attack police 
stations and torch malls and banks. The time that one 
deserts his or her couch and the passive contempla-
tion of his or her own life and takes to the streets to talk 
and to listen, leaving behind anything private, involves 
in the field of social relations the destabilising force of 
a nuclear bomb. And this is precisely because the (till 
now) fixation of everyone on his or her microcosm is 
tied to the traction forces of the atom. Those forces that 
make the (capitalist) world turn. This is the dilemma: 
with the insurgents or alone. And this is one of the re-
ally few times that a dilemma can be at the same time 
so absolute and real.

—Initiative from the occupation of the Athens 
School of Economics and Business, 11.12.08

Up against the wall, motherfuckers! We’ve 
come for what’s ours…
In these days of rage, spectacle as a power-relation, as a rela-
tion that imprints memory onto objects and bodies, is faced with a 
diffuse counter-power which deterritorialises impressions allowing 
them to wonder away from the tyranny of the image and into the 
field of the senses. Senses are always felt antagonistically (they 
are always acted against something) – but under the current con-
ditions they are driven towards an increasingly acute and radical 
polarisation.

Against the supposedly peaceful caricatures of bourgeois media 
(“violence is unacceptable always, everywhere”), we can only 
laugh: their rule, the rule of gentle spirits and consent, of dialogue 
and harmony is nothing but a well calculated pleasure in beastli-
ness: a promised carnage. The democratic regime in its peaceful 
façade doesn’t kill an Alex every day, precisely because it kills 
thousands of Ahmets, Fatimas, JorJes, Jin Tiaos and Benajirs: 
because it assassinates systematically, structurally and without 
remorse the entirety of the third world, that is the global proletariat. 
It is in this way, through this calm everyday slaughter, that the idea 
of freedom is born: freedom not as a supposedly panhuman good, 
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nor as a natural right for all, but as the war cry of the damned, 
as the premise of civil war.

The history of the legal order and the bourgeois class brain-
washes us with an image of gradual and stable progress of 
humanity within which violence stands as a sorry exception 
stemming from the economically, emotionally and culturally 
underdeveloped. Yet all of us who have been crushed be-
tween school desks, behind offices, in factories, know only 
too well that history is nothing but a succession of bestial 
acts installed upon a morbid system of rules. The cardinals 
of normality weep for the law that was violated from the bul-
let of the pig Korkoneas (the killer cop). But who doesn’t 
know that the force of the law is merely the force of the pow-
erful? That it is law itself that allows for violence to be exer-
cised on violence? The law is void from end to bitter end; it 
contains no meaning, no target other than the coded power 
of imposition.

At the same time, the dialectic of the left tries to codify con-
flict, battle and war, with the logic of the synthesis of oppo-
sites. In this way it constructs an order; a pacified condition 
within which everything has its proper little place. Yet, the 
destiny of conflict is not synthesis–as the destiny of war is 
not peace. Social insurrection comprises the condensation 
and explosion of thousands of negations, yet it does not con-
tain even in a single one of its atoms, nor in a single one 
of its moments its own negation, its own end. This always 
comes heavy and gloomy like a certainty from the institu-
tions of mediation and normalisation, from the left promis-
ing voting rights at 16, disarmament but preservation of the 
pigs, a welfare state, etc. Those, in other words, who wish 
to capitalise political gains upon the wounds of others. The 
sweetness of their compromise drips with blood.

Social anti-violence cannot be held accountable for what it 
does not assume: it is destructive from end to end. If the 
struggles of modernity have anything to teach us, it is not 
their sad adhesion upon the subject (class, party, group) but 
their systematic anti-dialectical process: the act of destruc-
tion does not necessarily ought to carry a dimension of cre-
ation. In other words, the destruction of the old world and the 
creation of a new comprise two discrete but continuous pro-
cesses. The issue then is which methods of destruction of 
the given can be developed in different points and moments 
of the insurrection. Which methods cannot only preserve 
the level and the extent of the insurrection, but contribute to 
its qualitative upgrading. The attacks on police stations, the 
clashes and roadblocks, the barricades and street battles 
now comprise an everyday and socialised phenomenon in 
the metropolis and beyond. And they have contributed to a 
partial deregulation of the circle of production and consump-
tion. And yet, they still comprise in a partial targeting of the 
enemy; direct and obvious to all, yet entrapped in one and 
only dimension of the attack against dominant social rela-
tions. However, the process of production and circulation of 
goods in itself, in other words, the capital-relation, is only 
indirectly hit by the mobilisations. A spectre hovers over the 
city torched: the indefinite wild general strike.

The global capitalist crisis has denied the bosses their most 
dynamic, most extorting response to the insurrection: “We 
offer you everything, for ever, while all they can offer is an 

uncertain present.” With one firm collapsing after the other, 
capitalism and its state are no longer in a position to offer 
anything other than worse days to come, tightened finan-
cial conditions, sacks, suspension of pensions, welfare cuts, 
crush of free education. Contrarily, in just seven days, the 
insurgents have proved in practice what they can do: to turn 
the city into a battlefield, to create enclaves of communes 
across the urban fabric, to abandon individuality and their 
pathetic security, seeking the composition of their collective 
power and the total destruction of this murderous system.

At this historical conjuncture of crisis, rage and the dismissal 
of institutions at which we finally stand, the only thing that 
can convert the systemic deregulation into a social revolu-
tion is the total rejection of work. When street fighting will be 
taking place in streets dark from the strike of the Electric-
ity Company; when clashes will be taking place amidst tons 
of uncollected rubbish, when trolley-buses will be closing 
streets, blocking off the cops, when the striking teacher will 
be lighting up his revolted pupil’s molotov cocktail, then we 
will be finally able to say: “Ruffians, the days of your society 
are numbered; we weighted its joys and its justices and we 
found them all too short.” This, today, is no longer a mere 
fantasy but a concrete ability in everyone’s hand: the ability 
to act concretely on the concrete. The ability to charge the 
skies.

If all of these, namely the extension of the conflict into the 
sphere of production-circulation, with sabotages and wild 
strikes seem premature, it might just be because we haven’t 
quite realised how fast does power decomposes, how fast 
confrontational practices and counter-power forms of orga-
nising are socially diffused: from high school students pelt-
ing police stations with stones, to municipal employees and 
neighbours occupying town halls. The revolution does not 
take place with prayers towards and piety for historical con-
ditions. It occurs by seizing whatever opportunity of insur-
rection in every aspect of the social; by transforming every 
reluctant gesture of condemnation of the cops into a definite 
strike to the foundations of this system.

Off the pigs!
—Initiative from the occupation of the Athens School of 

Economics and Business, 12.14.08
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Without mincing any words, 
the anarchist milieu in Greece is far more advanced 
than ours in the States. So, I believe, the easiest exam-
ple for American anarchists to follow from the Greeks 
requires us to work on ourselves. To become revo-
lutionaries concerned with revolution. For example, 
interest and understanding of revolutionary theory 
and history aren’t reserved to specialized minority 
within the Greek anarchists. Literally, every anarchist 
I met during my stay was able to discuss revolution-
ary thought with depth and clarity. A quick glance at 
the communiques produced during the insurrection 
proves that the Greeks are miles ahead of us in terms 
of theory.

from an interview with an 
anonymous insurrectionist who 
vacationed in greece 
this winter…

Although simply picking up a book is a necessary measure we need to 
take more seriously, for the revolutionary, understanding cannot be 
reached in an abstract vacuum and therefore, this step is not by itself 
sufficient for strengthening our milieu. Action must be inseparable 
from theoretical reflection and only then can disengaged speculation 
be replaced by strategy. With this principle kept in mind, it becomes 
clear as to why the Greeks are able to develop and foster tactics that 
exceed our present ability. There is a clear subversive element existent 
in their actions that is antagonistic towards the social relationships 
anarchists aim to destroy. All the extraneous shit that hinders Ameri-
can anarchists isn’t even on the table in Greece. Instead of shallow 
bike activism, Greek anarchists dismantle the ticket machines and 
surveillance cameras in the metro. Collective looting of supermarkets 
is practiced rather than soup kitchens and dumpster diving. As op-
posed to working with or in a non-profit to help combat ICE raids 
on immigrants, they physically fight alongside immigrants that are 
attacked by police agencies. Directly confronting these manifesta-
tions of power constitute the Greek anarchists as a revolutionary force 
remarkably different from the alternative subculture we have here. I 
am absolutely certain that the wealth of these conflictual tactics com-
bined into one of the principle forces that motored the insurrection. 
It may be premature for us to organize something like frequent mass 
looting but we can still find ways to directly combat the relations we 
oppose like capitalist distribution of goods. If we want to see any-
thing in the States happen like what is going on in Greece, we need to 
begin developing tactics are specific to our our current situation but 
are nonetheless shaped by the same confrontational nature.

Also, within our milieu, it will serve us well to try and recreate the 
solidarity that ties together the anarchists in Greece. For the Greeks, 
revolutionary solidarity is not a concept reserved for email salutations 
but the lived foundation of every relationship between comrades. In 
response to a comrade imprisoned by the state, solidarity can only be 
expressed through an attack against our common class enemy. While 
in Greece, I heard stories of the wildest solidarity actions like, for 
example, comrades shutting down most of Thessaloniki during a trial 
of three anarchists. For that matter, it’s important to recognize that 
Alexi’s murder did not only spark the insurrection because he was 
a 15 years old but also because, despite what has been reported by 
the bourgeoisie media, he was an anarchist. American revolutionaries 
should follow suit and let the ruling class know that when they fuck 
with one of us we’ll tear their whole world apart. The escalation of the 

class conflict is the only way to respond to state repression and this is 
how the Greeks movement was able to overcome the death camps for 
the communist guerrillas and the tanks that crushed the students in 
the Polytechnic. Struggle should open up space for a more intensified 
struggle, and this logic has forced the Greek state into a corner where 
they have to suck it up and, to some extent, tolerate the amazing ac-
tions we read about on infoshop.

The attack component of revolutionary solidarity implies, what I be-
lieve to be the more profound truth, that we are accomplices united 
in a social war against structures of power. It’s common to see the 
Greek comrades hugging and kissing each other with an affection 
I’ve never seen here in America. Whether old friends or newly arrived 
internationals, I never saw the Greeks act with the suspicions and 
pretensions so prevalent here in the States. I think it’s no coincidence 
that the same selfless generosity that shocked George Orwell in revo-
lutionary Spain surprised me in insurrectionary Greece.

Lastly, it is also necessary to discover methods to spread the subversive 
practices we develop throughout the social terrain, although this to 
me seems far more difficult and will require considerable amount of 
experimentation on our part. As I touched on in the previous answer, 
those who don’t explicitly consider themselves revolutionaries were 
equally, if not, likely more responsible for furthering the insurrection. 
The Greek people were already equipped with a host of actions they 
could employ against government without the help of anarchists or 
any other guidance. Americans are not apt to take action on their 
own behalf, especially without the approval of some sort of media-
tor. Revolutionaries in the States need to actively change this state of 
affairs.

One thing that was continually made apparent to me in Greece was 
that the general acceptance for these predisposed behaviors did not 
appear out of thin air nor did insurrection. Revolutionary condi-
tions will not fall out of the sky onto our laps; we have to 
reach up and rip them from the sky or live a life of perpetual 
misery. Flesh and blood people, who love and hate, who eat, 
sleep and shit, can create social revolution because we are 
capable of far more than is obligated to us in this world suf-
focated by exploitation.

—from Fire to the Prisons #5 (New Jersey)
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“These days 
are ours, too”
Following the assassination of Alexis Grigoropoulos we have 

been living in an unprecedented condition of turmoil, an out-
flow of rage that doesn’t seem to end. Leading this uprising, 

it seems, are the students—who with an inexhaustible passion and 
hearty spontaneity have reversed the whole situation. You cannot stop 
something you don’t control, something that is organized spontane-
ously and under terms you do not comprehend. This is the beauty of 
the uprising. The high school students are making history and leave it 
to the others to write it up and to classify it ideologically. The streets, 
the incentive, the passion belongs to them.

In the framework of this wider mobilization, with the student dem-
onstrations being its steam-engine, there is a mass participation of the 
second generation of migrants and many refugees also. The refugees 
come to the streets in small numbers, with limited organization, with 
the spontaneity and impetus describing their mobilization. Right 
now, they are the most militant part of the foreigners living in Greece. 
Either way, they have very little to lose.

The children of migrants mobilize en masse and dynamically, primar-
ily through high school and university actions as well as through the 
organisations of the left and the far left. They are the most integrated 
part of the migrant community, the most courageous. They are unlike 
their parents, who came with their head bowed, as if they were beging 
for a loaf of bread. They are a part of the Greek society, since they’ve 
lived in no other. They do not beg for something, they demand to be 
equal with their Greek classmates. Equal in rights, on the streets, in 
dreaming.

For us, the politically organised migrants, this is a second french No-
vember of 2005. We never had any illusions that when the peoples’ 
rage overflew we would be able to direct it in any way. Despite the 
struggles we have taken on during all these years we never managed to 
achieve such a mass response like this one. Now  
it is time for the street to talk: the deafen-
ing scream heard is for the 18 years of violence, 
repression, exploitation and humiliation. These 
days are ours, too.

These days are for the hundreds of migrants and 
refugees who were murdered at the borders, in 
police stations, workplaces. They are for those 
murdered by cops or “concerned citizens.” They 
are for those murdered for daring to cross the 
border, working to death, for not bowing their 
head, or for nothing. They are for Gramos Palusi, 
Luan Bertelina, Edison Yahai, Tony Onuoha, Ab-
durahim Edriz, Modaser Mohamed Ashtraf and 
so many others that we haven’t forgotten.

These days are for the everyday police violence 
that remains unpunished and unanswered. They 
are for the humiliations at the border and at 
the migrant detention centres, which continue 
to date. They are for the crying injustice of the 
Greek courts, the migrants and refugees unjustly 
in prison, the justice we are denied. Even now, in 

the days and nights of the uprising, the migrants pay a heavy toll—
what with the attacks of far-righters and cops, with deportations and 
imprisonment sentences that the courts hand out with Christian love 
to us infidels.

These days are for the exploitation continuing unabatedly for 18 years 
now. They are for the struggles that are not forgotten: in the downs 
of Volos, the Olympic works, the town of Amaliada. They are for the 
toil and the blood of our parents, for informal labour, for the endless 
shifts. They are for the deposits and the adhesive stamps, the welfare 
contributions we paid and will never have recognized. It is for the 
papers we will be chasing for the rest of our lives like a lottery ticket.

These days are for the price we have to pay simply in order to exist, to 
breathe. They are for all those times when we crunched our teeth, for 
the insults we took, the defeats we were charged with. They are for all 
the times when we didn’t react even when having all the reasons in 
the world to do so. They are for all the times when we did react and 
we were alone because our deaths and our rage did not fit pre-existing 
shapes, didn’t bring votes in, didn’t sell in the prime-time news.

These days belong to all the marginalized, the excluded, the people 
with the difficult names and the unknown stories. They belong to all 
those who die every day in the Aegean sea and Evros river, to all those 
murdered at the border or at a central Athens street; they belong 
to the Roma in Zefyri, to the drug addicts in Exarchia. These days 
belong to the kids of Mesollogiou street, to the unintegrated, the un-
controllable students. Thanks to Alexis, these days belong to us all.

18 years of silent rage are too many. 
To the streets, for solidarity and dignity! 
We haven’t forgotten, we won’t forget 
—these days are yours too, Luan, Tony, 
Mohamed, Alexis…

 
—Haunt of Albanian Migrants 

http://www.steki-am.blogspot.com
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A: The personal and collective need for adventure; the need to 
participate in making history; the chaotic negation of any kind 
of politics, political parties, and “serious” political ideas; the 

cultural gap of hating any kind of TV star, sociologist, or expert who 
claims to analyze you as a social phenomenon, the need to exist and be 
heard as you are; the enthusiasm of fighting against the authorities and 
ridiculing the riot police, the power in your heart and the fire in your 
hands, the amazing experience of throwing molotovs and stones against 
the cops in front of the parliament, in the expensive shopping districts, 
or in your small silent town, in your village, in the square of your neigh-
borhood.

Other motivations include the collective feeling of planning an action 
with your best friends, making it come true, and later hearing people 
tell you about this action as an incredible story that they heard from 
someone else; the enthusiasm of reading about some action that you 
did with your friends in a newspaper or TV program from the other 
side of the planet; the feeling of responsibility that you have to create 
stories, actions, and plans that will become global examples for the fu-
ture struggles. It is also the great celebrative fun of smashing the shops, 
taking the products and then burning them, seeing the false promises 
and dreams of capitalism burned in the streets; the hatred for all au-
thorities, the need to take part in the collective ceremony of revenge for 
the death of a person that could have been you, the personal vendetta 
of feeling that the police have to pay for the death of Alexis across the 
whole country; the need to send a powerful message to the government 
that if police violence increases, we have the power to fight back and 
society will explode—the need to send a direct message to society that 
everyone has to Wake up, and a message to the authorities that they 
have to take us seriously because We are everyWhere and We are com-
ing to change everything.

—some Greek comrades

Q: What other 
motivations, 
besides anger 

against the police 
and the economy, do 
you think are driving 
people to participate?
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by Liam Sionnach 
the Institute for Experimental Freedom

The cradle of democracy is burning. It may change its fre-
quency, its duration and its specific location, but I want to be 
clear about this: the interruptions that strike at the thresholds 
of the state-form and that press against the fleshy anterior of 
capital are en route.

I risk speaking in terms of slogans when I say this but I want 
to go to where the fires are—where everything enables the 
desire to reduce monoliths and dialectics to ashes. I think 
this is why there are these riots; because we can’t afford to 
go to where the riots are, because the people in Greece are 
at home with their perverse desire and are at home with their 
endurance. Alexandros Grigoropoulos, who was murdered 
by the functionaries of the state, for fifteen years inhabited 
this fact and his friends, comrades and so called genre, con-
tinue to inhabit this fact. I see my self in Alexandros, as I see 
my self each time the state exposes its function—when po-
lice act by grace of sovereignty to erase bodies with an “ac-
cidental” just violence. The libidinal economy of death acts 
as a force to produce human bodies as subjects…

The Greek riots trace a seam directly through our bodies—
dividing me and then dividing me again. At once, I am in-
terrupted from my habit of producing pretty espresso drinks 

and culture; feeling the seam of the Greek riots cut through 
me, pulling me to the shadow of my historicity—recalling dif-
ferent riots I’ve experienced, watched on TV, read about in 
books and recalling my relationships with different people; 
the abuses I’ve dealt and suffered; the ways police and man-
agers and doctors have acted on my body, the separations 
they’ve made. I think about watching that terrible movie The 
Dreamers just for the scandalous parts and for the money 
shot at the end and I try to distinguish whose body part was 
in what orifice and whose desire reigned with so-called im-
punity.

The media speaks of the “seven hundred euro generation”—
it is they who riot, who have been let down by the Greek 
government in particular. Yet this month I will struggle to 
make a rent of three hundred dollars and my roommates will 
struggle as well. Tomorrow, we will go out on an odyssey to 
find cheap enough cigarettes. Tonight we trade roles of sup-
port; I have the pack that is not empty and my roommate the 
bottle of whiskey and the bag of coffee seized form work.

None of this new and those rioting in Greece know this. 
Certainly we could work more; two, three, maybe four jobs. 
Certainly that would keep us busy but we would prefer not 
to. I’ve learned to endure so much and what those of us 
who work for shit jobs and produce nothing material know 
is our conditions is more than mere poverty. It’s historically 

pretty objects 
of revolt
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constructed, and it’s not necessarily of our choosing but we 
wouldn’t keep doing it if we didn’t like certain aspects of it. 
Maybe it’s the power to wield subcultural capital, maybe it’s 
the potential of not-work every so often—while on the job or 
on holiday (because all aspects of our lives are colonized 
by work); maybe we want to be in systems of asymmetrical 
power where we can be pretty and ugly objects. Whatever it 
is, we kind of like it. What is it at stake and what makes my 
skin so raw when I feel my empathy surface from the image 
of people gleefully demolishing temples of capitalism is the 
desire to interrupt functionality with play, with pleasure that 
is prefers not to reproduce, with violence that is bored with 
death.

I fear saying this out right because the psychologists of all 
the sciences want to know it; because they will sell it to pub-
lic relations firms and they will employ me or my friends to 
mystify this fact and make it into more jobs. Furthermore be-
cause the state will put to a specific function the things we 
say over drinks that cause us to recognize each other. They 
will include us the way the Jewish religious hierarchy was in-
cluded to make the ghettos and gas chambers function—the 
way black leaders are employed to neutralize the potentiality 
of rebellion every time what happened in Athens happens in 
every urban epicenter in the US.

Already in the US, the political class of simulations and 
the petite Leninists who paint themselves in red and black 
are getting organized; attempting to reconstitute the Left 
at Obama’s Inauguration. If it were not for the tactics they 
wish to employ, I would care less, but how matters and their 
desire for sovereignty is only loosely veiled. The advocates 
for the popular power bloc demand nothing less than rec-
ognition for their rightful inheritance of sovereignty and thus 
the state-form. When they say they wish to celebrate the 
victory of the “grassroots movement” of organizers that got 
Obama elected, they are clarifying this: a desire to celebrate 
management and discipline of a constituting (or so-called 
constituent) power. The horror of recognition prefers a site 
of pleasure in whatever singularities, not the banality of re-
producing management and discipline of subjects.

I want to be vulnerable to you 
because I know you and you already 
recognize me and because you are 
always, and above all, anonymous—
a quality that makes you potent. You, 
the unknown and the known, reading 
this text are a force and an orifice, a 
face and a chair. And yet so many 
managers; so many police are pres-
ent here. At a party, in a bar, at a 
grocery store, we might cross paths; 
and I would want to share with you 
the simple pleasures of my existence 
but my desires conflict and our incli-
nations are veiled because my sim-
ple pleasures are criminal. I imagine 
yours are as well but what if you tell 
my boss or the grocery store owner 
about my proclivities?

It is this surveillance that causes our emotional poverty—
a surveillance that congruently silences our brittle lips from 
talking about abuse and that disables the force of our limbs 
to make gestures of care.

I know it seems absurd but it is in the spaces where I can 
feel anonymous—where I can lose my sense of individual-
ism and even my sense of dividuality, where I can feel my 
singularity; my point in time and space that is attached to all 
that matters—that the force of kindness and my desire are 
proven to be potent. It is these spaces—where the party’s 
shared joy overwhelms our fear of foolishness, where our 
circumstances incline us to support each other—that I can 
be vulnerable, powerful and happy. I want to meet you there 
and I want to extend these spaces with more duration and 
with different frequencies.

So I’m going to put on a black mask or I’m going to transform 
the meaning of a t-shirt by wearing it on my face as such. 
There is no other zone of desire that is pleasurable. The 
t-shirt, the sneakers, the bottle, the car, all our commodities 
have proven they are bankrupt if they remain as property—
they must be profaned and put to use in the sphere of human 
desire lest they end up in museums. I want to put everything 
to use to prove the fact of its potentiality and to locate that it 
is my gestures that inscribe meaning; that pull, stretch and 
interrupt the continuum of time.

There is an insurrection coming because there is always an 
insurrection coming; because there is always in-surrection. 
It is in place because it is in practice; always exposing the 
seam of power and desire of function and potential. Those 
rioting across the sea are sending to us this subtle commu-
niqué: we are running faster, evading the social sciences’ 
force of recognition, of identification; running across borders; 
throwing rocks, burning arcades and prisons and kicking at 
the thresholds of the state.

The insurrection in practice draws us closer and whispers, 
“It is possible, it is in practice and you, these bodies that 
you are, are potent with its possibility; the secret is to really 
begin.”
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YES, WE ARE NINJAS 
S o m e  s h a r p  w o r d s  f r o m  i n s u r r e c t i o n a r y  M i l w a u k e e 
( f o u n d  i n  T o t a l  D e s t r o y  # 3 ,  a v a i l a b l e  a t  z i n e l i b r a r y . i n f o )

Milwaukee Network for Social War 
Communique #1
This is critique as attack from those who attack as critique. It 
is an attempt to make apparent what is evident to us: a sep-
aration between the ideology and practice of activism and 
those who seek a complete destruction of this world (domi-
nation in its totality) in search of the unknown world of pos-
sibilities that lie only in its ruin. Recent conversations have 
shown it to become more and more necessary to articulate 
this divide, for ourselves and others still open to possibility.

As capital has accumulated and thus reproduced the world, 
so have good intentions.

The ever constant activity of the activist in their efforts to 
petition this, reform that, vote, educate the masses and 
always with the guidance of them and others as experts, 
perpetuate the logic of alienation. Theirs’ is a relationship 
managed and on the terms of the state, whose goal is al-
ways the maintenance of dominance by whatever means. 
And while they may have good intentions in their reactions 
to an always-expanding set of outrageous issues, the many 
contradictions within capitalist social relations, they merely 
assimilate themselves into the disease from which no cure 
can be found. To the extent that they adopt and perpetuate 
this ideology, they spread disease.

This disease is the same disease we’ve been building for 
thousands of years, dead yet alive in its spread of social 
decomposition and society as prison. It is the corpse of our 
social relations, conditioning the reproduction of the expert. 
This corpse in the mouth of the activist vomits out not only 
how life should be lived, but also how it should change, ef-
fectively changing nothing.

Always there is that feeling of unreality, estrangement, other-
ness, that stinking fucking smell underneath the stairs of our 
everyday lives.

To the pathetic calls for unity, mediation, compromise, re-
straint, in our discourse with our conditions, our reply is 
“we’d rather not.”

Our conditions are a social war.
Our social war is discourse.

Notes on breaking a bank
Nearing bar close Monday morning the 19th of January, as 
we walked a few wandering drunks asked us if we were nin-
jas. One of us quickly replied ‘Yes, we ARE ninjas’ and then 
seconds later the group continued on forward and proceed-
ed to smash both ATMs, smash at least 9 windows (some of 
them bullet proof), destroy one camera and spraypaint “THIS 
IS WAR” on the drive up window facade of a US bank build-
ing in Milwaukee. The group then seemingly disappeared.

Our laundry list of solidarity is far too long. We recognize that 
what we are up against is not a series of mishaps, corrupt 
and evil corporations, the good gone bad, but a system of 
control, and to act in solidarity is to work toward the annihila-
tion of this control through acts of willed connectedness (as 
well as the fracture of what separates us).

This broken bank is but one contribution toward the dis-
course we are building.

We would like to contribute that we start believing again in 
the myth that we are a force not to be reckoned with.
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How is it to be doing being?
In a police report describing a black bloc at the Republican 
National Convention, one ever-so-eloquent officer claimed 
that he observed a group of over one hundred anarchists 
“doing being totally out of control.” While we certainly are 
flattered by the sentiment, what the clever officer witnessed 
was neither doing nor being. It was not the performance of 
an act or even a state or quality of having existence. He 
bore witness not to us in a certain state of existing, nor em-
bodying any stable identity. Dumbfounded, his inability to 
identify any particular mode is, in fact, illustrative of what 
he stumbled upon. He witnessed an opening of a space in 
the policed grid of desire and action—an invention of new 
trajectories, possible bodies and unheardof futures. He ob-
served us mapping a new virtual landscape of otherworldly 
affects—a zone of indeterminacy, an autonomous zone, as 
it were. It was the actualization of our potential; a widening 
of the virtual-actual circuit tracing the flows between who we 

are and what we can be. He witnessed, but failed to really 
see, our bodies in a perpetual and intensifying dance of an-
nihilation and genesis of our selves. He’d be wrong to say 
we were either doing or being. What he desperately termed 
our doing-being was in actuality a becoming—our becom-
ing totally out of control.

21 Attacks for 21 Felonies
At least 21 ATMs, banks, and businesses had their locks 
glued or were otherwise vandalized all across Milwaukee 
county last Saturday night as part of a regional day of solidar-
ity with all those facing charges stemming from the 2008 re-
publican national convention. Targets were hit to correspond 
with the number of ongoing felony cases being pursued by 
the state. The state cannot escape the consequences of a 
permanent state of repression. Targets are everywhere, and 
so are we.

DROP ALL THE CHARGES!

A haze still hangs over the 
events surrounding the first 
day of the RNC. What is 

certain: broken windows, smashed 
cop cars, blockades, and cops and 
right-wing vigilantes beaten to the 
ground by black-clad thugs. We 
took part in these events on Sep-
tember 1st, when at least two black 
blocs flooded into the streets, shut-
ting down roadways and wrecking 
parts of downtown St. Paul. Such 
intense conflict hasn’t been ob-
served at demonstrations in the 
US since at least the start of the 
anti-war mobilizations or possi-
bly since the mythologized Seattle 
black bloc. We refuse to let the 
actions that defined that day be 
erased or mystified by the media.

A large group leaves the state capitol 
equipped with PA systems and led by 
the colorful coeds of “Funk the War.” 
The crowd walks straight into a line 
of bike cops; it is still weak. They are 
hosed in pepper spray and stripped of 
their dignity. We are separated from 

our comrades and left to wander the surreal territories of a city where the state has materialized. Every block a squad of riot cops—some tense and 
shaking, others confused and afraid. We find our friends; we are powerful again. Soon after, a black bloc emerges from the crowd, ready to unleash its 
hate. With physical barriers present we continue to move—within the confines we find mobility.

It’s been far too long since the black mask has corresponded to rioting in this country. Our tried and true tactic, our insidious uniform, has 
been co-opted by capital, regurgitated as a mere fashion symbol. Something for today’s disempowered youth to splay across the internet in 
their false communities as a false declaration of rage. That day when our festive button down shirts disappeared to reveal the classic team 

Wrecking You AgAin 
for the VerY first time
(some col lect ively-recounted impressions of 
r iot ing at  the 2008 RNC in Minneapol is/St.  Paul)
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color of the anti-everything squad, the kid’s eyes blinked in confu-
sion. The black mask is not something to play dress up in. To take 
back the mask means to actualize our desires, blood and glass and a 
street filled with us.

A hammer cracks two windows, and a good citizen dashes from the side-
walk in pursuit. He grabs the young man with his right hand, a “Let 
Our SOLdierS Win!” sign in the other. He wants to be a cop, a hero, but 
he’s made a mistake. This isn’t a peace march; this is the thrashing body 
of a wrecking machine. The man is rushed from behind, knocking him 
off balance just long enough for someone to slide their arms around him. 
He receives a swift kick to the side, and his do-gooder momentum is redi-
rected into the pavement, dropping him like a dead weight.

There are those who speak of property damage as a tactic, as an im-
plement in the activist’s toolbox. We are not among them. They’d 
like to coerce us into this utilitarian relationship through the edifice 
of politics; we’d prefer not to. The rioting on Monday, despite its 
limitations, materialized our inclinations as exploited and alienated 
individuals to gouge at the eyes of both capital and politics. We make 
these attacks because we wish to improve our conditions immediately 
and to do so in way that violates the peace treaty signed by the man-
agers of politics.

Our joy and malice intertwine as another crowd fuses with us and 
becomes-rioting. Desire moves our appendages, and objects are released 
through the imaginary field constructed between law and order. Someone 
runs on top of a moving police car and exposes that the state too is made of 
sinew and fiber. In moments a lonely police car is located, and with force 
a body stomps a perfect “pop” through its windshield. Each of us sheds our 
polite veneer, and we reveal the social conflict that is the shared experience 
of our conditions.

We stress that no one has felt a comparable pleasure in America in 
the last five years. No amount of bodily fluid, mixed with syzzurp, 
swirled together to the sound of Lil Wayne’s “A Milli” could concen-

trate the joy felt when stones collapsed bank windows. Ecstasy was 
the vandalized cop car. Music was the hissing tire punctures. Glee was 
the foot inserted into the officer’s gut. Like we freed our companions 
from the police’s grip, our collective force will rip words from restric-
tive reference. From here on, beauty, decadence, and orgy can only 
connote immediate destruction.

The management of Funk the War begins to recognize our intentions of 
commandeering their decomposing endeavor. Our momentum necessarily 
severs from any objectives outlined in any spokescouncil. Aspiring bureau-
crats shed tears for their failure to regulate, and the politics of impotency 
reveals an impotency of politics. With unabashed sincerity and intensity, 
the dead weight is cast aside, holding only its precarious career and a 
falsified notion of failure within its palms. The corpse of activism begs for 
rejuvenation, but to no avail.

The blockades were never enough for us, and judging them solely on 
their own terms, they were a failure. The delegates weren’t blocked 
and the convention occurred with little disruption. But to even ac-
cept the goal of shutting down the convention requires accepting 
the discourse of power the RNC itself represents. It is a gathering of 
figureheads, nothing more. It is not a strike against the heart of the 
system; at best it is a site where we can manifest social war. The overt 
objective of the mobilization was always a bit banal, and luckily most 
saw through this thin veneer and prepared for street conflict instead.

Cameras surround us on all sides, independent, corporate, freelance, 
whatever. They’re all there, snapping away, reducing beautiful moments 
to trite representations for use by the police or for sale to newspapers and 
magazines. The joy of vicarious violence is what they seek, either for their 
own careers or for the public they sedate. After broken windows, smashed 
cars, and burning residue, like lapdogs they ask, “But what do you want?” 
The media finds us interesting, but we find them disgusting.

What those in a protest march want: a clear message, written on 
signs, to be transmitted to the media, which then represents it to the 
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public vis-à-vis the news. What those in a blockade want: a col-
lective message, performed through an action, captured by the 
media, which then represents it to the public. In both these cases, 
whether they are symbolic or concrete actions, whether the medi-
um is the transparent screen or whether it is the message itself, the 
logic of the media is unquestioned. The media is but one weapon 
in the democratic arsenal of repression. It promises us the ability 
to “get the message out,” to communicate. But this is an illusion. 
Stuck somewhere between clips from Iraq, quirky news anchors, 
and human interest stories, our “message” lingers momentarily as 
merely another piece of information to form an opinion about. 
To act as a social force in the street is not to give the media a 
clear message, rather it is to purposefully disrupt the chain of 
messaging that is embodied in the protest-media-audience script. 
Our message is a code hidden within our form, pressed against 
the media itself, subverting its smooth capture of our desires. We 
have neither words nor deeds to be represented, only representa-
tions themselves to be corrupted. When the medium destroys the 
message, our message can only work by destroying its medium.

One lone cop, albeit a large one, has the gall to grab one of us. One of 
them and fifty of us. After countless experiences of being on the defensive 
at demonstrations or simply on the streets of our hometowns, we will take 
advantage of any opening we find. A hooligan sneaks up behind the cop 
catching him with a well-placed kick between the legs and runs back into 
the loving arms of the mob. As the cop releases a shower of pepper spray 
into the crowd, another person surges forth, body checking the cop with a 
flying leap. The pig hits the ground, and our comrade is freed.

Our milieu has always found ways to provide material and legal sup-
port for comrades imprisoned by the state. Support in this manner 
is always commendable, but by itself fails to capture the true nature 
of solidarity. This is because solidarity cannot be narrowly defined 
within the legal sphere. When any comrade in struggle is arrested, 
their capture must be seen as a strategy of state repression to inhibit 
the wide scope of social revolution. Thus, the closer we come to com-
plete societal transformation, the more the state will use draconian 
laws, like anti-terrorism legislation, to imprison us all. The only way 
to break this violent cycle is to continue our jailed comrade’s struggle 
to its end. Hence, solidarity means attack, attacking every vestige of 
the system that collaborated to lock our friends behind bars. These 
attacks are to continue until everyone is liberated from their cages, 
whether cubicle or cell. From this perspective, providing the sledge-
hammers to turn banks into debris is equivalent to filling a com-

missary with chainsaws for penitentiary revolt. Just like the greatest 
possible gift to a friend is the destruction of all authority, the best 
support for a comrade in jail is the destruction of every prison.

On Monday, we catapulted off of expensive cars that propelled us through 
department store windows. When we finally landed, sneakers-first onto 
a police officer’s frown, the state’s precautionary plans were overturned 
like the dumpsters that crowded the streets of St. Paul. We aren’t passive 
victims, nor are their tactics surprising to us. The forces of order prepared 
quite well for this engagement, arming themselves with every technique 
at their disposal. The state of exception came to bear as the National 
Guard was deployed to work in tandem with the police, guarding the jail 
and attacking demonstrators. But naked force was also complemented by 
juridical repression. The “cOnSpiracy tO riOt in furtherance Of terrOr-
iSm” charges are no haphazard application or abuse of the law; they are 
its logical extension.

Many would like to use the events of September 1st to gain cred-
ibility for or to invigorate their historical reenactivist societies, be it 
recreating the ‘60s or the anti-globalization protests. It’s time to bury 
the myths of Chicago and Seattle once and for all. The demonstra-
tion form is a suffocating cocoon from which we need to break free. 
We were not in St. Paul for the illusory goals some had swallowed 
wholesale. We don’t give a fuck about a summit, but we can use it as 

a springboard, parasitically sucking life and leaving behind 
anemic remains. We were there this time because we do not 
yet have the force to manifest such conflict outside of the 
context of mass mobilizations. One of our goals is to take 
all of the force directed against false epicenters of power and 
redirect it into social conflicts that have the actual potential 
to disrupt the flows of this system. We are abandoning the 
vapid discourse of protest towards a concrete offensive in the 
social war. We refuse to run in circles anymore.

To my left there is a swarm of bodies 
destroying a police cruiser, and to 
my right, others completely ruining 
the exterior of a bank. Magically, 
bricks are removed from one side of 
the building and returned through 
another.
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from

Nights of Rage:
o n  t h e  r e c e n t  r e v o l t s  i n  F r a n c e

(Italy, 2006; found in the 325collective.com library)

The scum
(‘rAcAille’)

Not all revolts take you by surprise. Of course there 
is no Nostradamus to predict their specific mo-
ments of explosion, but the fact that revolts happen 
can only surprise those who have no idea about the 

dismal world we are compelled to live in. It is not because 
you know that such revolts occur frequently in France with 
the same practices and rituals (hundreds of cars are set on 
fire all over France on the last day of the year). Revolts are 
the inevitable product of the current social system. When a 
revolt breaks out you can’t ask yourself How could it hap-
pen? but rather How is it possible that it doesn’t happen ev-
erywhere, all the time? But each time a revolt breaks out the 
first operation that takes place is an attempt to categorize 
it. One wonders who the rebels are, where they come from 
and what they want. The research soon starts on names, 
identities, and right categories: they are foreigners, immi-
grants… no! They are French… yes, French, but second 
generation French, second class French, sons or nephews 
of immigrants, outcasts, excluded… Some are disappoint-
ed because the theory of Islamic fundamentalism doesn’t 
work: obviously these people are not the ones who go to 
the mosque (in fact appeals made by imams have proved 
useless). Rightwing papers (for example Le Figaro) try to 
create improbable amalgams for public stigmatisation, by 
chance, they write about Palestinian-style Intifada, Islamic 
fundamentalism, terrorism, etc. These falsifications, howev-
er, don’t seem to work as every struggle is capable of show-
ing itself in its own irreducible peculiarity.

Sociological categories are mobilised to define, identify and 
circumscribe, in short, to keep the revolt within certain con-
ceptual limits. Once an identity is given to the rioters–the 
most used is that of social outcasts, a new name for the 
underclass – the range of theories for intervention can be 
put forward: from police and emergency measures to social 
and welfare-orientated actions. They are the two faces of 
the security syndrome: public security and social security, 
in other words the punch and the lending hand. In short, the 
stick and the carrot. All this shows clearly the fact that if sub-
version and revolt are direct consequences of the system of 
dominion, their abolition can only happen through the aboli-
tion of dominion, that is to say through subversion.

However, to identify the “scum,” maybe giving it a more po-
litically correct definition, implies a number of things. To iden-
tify a phenomenon with convenient categories means first of 
all to circumscribe it, and to circumscribe it means to stem it. 
On the one hand the limits are erected to present the revolt 
and its causes as incidental disorders brought about by a 
system that in spite of everything (misery, war, pollution, total 
commodification and progressive devastation of the whole 
world and the life of each and every one) must be preserved, 
maybe by introducing some providential intervention along 
with the announcement of the state of emergency. But, as 
it is well known, this exception is now the rule, which also 
involves exclusion, impoverishment, social alienation, that 
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this to say the generalized disposses-
sion of life.

It is not a question of an incidental phe-
nomenon, be it local or global. Poverty, 
precariousness of life in the western so-
ciety, urban structures in the metropoli 
all over the world (from Los Angeles to 
Bogotá, from Alger to Paris), attempts 
at closing the borders of fortress Eu-
rope, are only a few examples of this 
structural fracture. The game of the 
stick and the carrot, alongside police 
and judicial repression with the an-
nouncement of social action in favour 
of the suburbs, might take in some peo-
ple, but certainly not those who experi-
ence social emargination on their skin, 
or those who know that new explosions 
are ready to break out just around any 
corner, and, most importantly, those 
who feel an irrepressible potential for 
revolt pulsating inside them. And it is 
exactly the magnetic force of rebellion 
that is the main target of the process of 
identification.

In fact, the process of identification, 
besides presenting the structural phe-
nomenon of the present social order as 
if it were incidental, aims at separating 
and dividing the outcasts from all the 
others – at the same time separating 
these others from themselves and their 
active potential. In other words, out-
casts have an atavistic right to revolt 
as anger, desperation and a feeling of 
injustice belong expressly to them. But 
you, who are privileged in spite of ev-
erything and who enjoy part of the wel-
fare guaranteed by the society, what do 
you want? In the ghettos in towns, the 
banlieues of Paris and the suburbs of 
the world, life is uprooted, empty, en-
circled in the space of social, material 
and existential alienation, and full of 
desperation and metaphysical bore-
dom. But not your life! Your life is rich 
and enjoyable, full of possibilities and 
perspectives, wellbeing and passion. 
Your life? Our life? Excuse me, what 
are we talking about?

As a matter of fact, the line of oppres-
sion, and with it the rift of rebellion, con-
cerns everybody. The binary logic of 
opposition interprets reality so grossly 
that it cannot understand the present 
development of the revolts underway 
and the explosions that are yet to come. 
To separate the youths of the suburbs 
from all the others, then distinguish the 
violent and irreducible ones who cannot 

be tamed from those who must be pro-
tected from their contamination, means 
to separate any potential for rebellion 
from whatever might make it explode. 
This is the logic behind all emergency 
interventions. Moreover, to accept this 
ideological division means a weaken-
ing of any practical perspective. Like all 
revolts, the French one also speaks to 
everybody. Its action inevitably affects 
our potential movements. After all, it is 
not so important to know who they are, 
but rather who we are and what we can 
do. As a permanent state of exception 
exists whether it is officially proclaimed 
or not, the first practical lesson to be 
learned concerns the realization of an 
effective state of exception through the 
explosion of destructive actions, their 
fast spreading and the refusal of all 
delegation.

Some complain about the alleged 
lack of direction or revolutionary class 
awareness, and so they take a dis-
tance because they cannot see any 
political perspectives or results; then 
they talk about barbaric phenomena 
without any project, which would be the 
result of a “passive putrefaction of the 
oldest strata of the old society.” Some 
also propose themselves as conscious 
organizers of revolts (those to come, of 
course). But instead of giving lessons 
on how to behave and act there is a 
lot to be learned from the French riots. 
There is a tactical and practical aware-
ness in the rebellion of the ‘scum’ that 
is notoriously unknown among the most 
refined revolutionary consciences, of-
ten too conscious to be practical. If the 
French rioters did not make a step to-
wards revolution (yes, but who is a rev-
olutionary today?), at least in their own 
way they put their active possibilities to 
the test. Without waiting for a guide to 
teach what to do, on the contrary they 
effectively realized their way of how to 
do; they made their anger explode in 
an impressive series of fires without 
delegating it to anyone. The explosion 
of a vital force that has been repressed 
for too long is an angry deflagration 
that ignores any form of delegation and 
cannot ever repent.

Phenomenology of angry 
nihilism
Anger is the expression of strength 
that has been repressed for too long, 
offended and abused, the anger of 
those who suddenly understand that 

they are “too young to go rotten.” Its 
primary manifestation opens up a hori-
zon characterised by universal destruc-
tion. As you are in a blind rage you look 
around you searching for something to 
destroy, to hurl at a wall or to break with 
your own hands; the body is felt to be a 
damaging instrument. Anything can be 
destroyed! Anger, therefore, manifests 
itself as a nihilist horizon. As they can 
desire nothing for themselves, these 
second-class lives decide to desire that 
this nothing be realized (as nothing).

But nihilism, this disturbing guest, pres-
ents itself in different forms. The less 
evident is the most widespread, but it is 
also the most popular: it is the subtle ni-
hilism of the authoritarian management 
of the existent that pervades every-
thing. It annihilates life and takes away 
its strength in order to lead it to the 
preformed structures of order and dis-
cipline, production and consumerism, 
resignation and cynicism. The current 
social system is nihilist and the citizens 
who submit to it are also unconsciously 
nihilist as they accept various forms of 
voluntary slavery and drag their lives 
on without passion every day. As they 
have absorbed the lesson of economy 
and the imaginary of the value of con-
sumables, their life is based on calcula-
tions of costs and benefits, on the sepa-
ration between means and ends and on 
resignation to the current misery in the 
illusory hope that it will be better tomor-
row. The nihilist operation of dominion 
articulates itself in two complementary 
movements: on the one hand it de-
spoils, alienates and robs, on the oth-
er it dresses up, creates illusions and 
blinds people. But the emptiness upon 
which this twofold operation stands and 
finds its substance becomes evident 
when the second movement (the false 
satisfaction of illusions) does not work 
any more: when school, work and the 
institutions of the spectacular civilized 
society no longer grip existences that, 
as a consequence, remain in the pro-
claimed metastasis of their alienation.

When such metastasis shows itself 
blindingly, when it inflicts inhuman 
senseless death, it can explode in an-
gry nihilism: as they perceive the nullity 
that surrounds them and erodes their 
life, nameless individuals decide to 
give it back to its nothing. Angry nihil-
ism wants exactly nothing and realizes 
perfectly how everything surrounding it 
has only to be swallowed up in its va-
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cuity. The explosion of angry nihilism, 
which frees and explodes bad pas-
sions, can also be seen as pure fun 
generated by a nausea for the existent; 
but that is exactly how it turns into de-
structive euphoria.

Following the era of cynicism, opportun-
ism and fear, in the present generalised 
proletarianisation of the life of each and 
every one, what struggles are possible? 
We are sorry to disappoint the indefati-
gable officers of human progress, but 
these struggles also involve the total 
destruction of what surrounds us. Once 
upon a time someone said: “Nihilists…
make just one more effort to be revolu-
tionaries”: it’s a short step from wanting 
nothing to wanting everything. But we 
also say: “Revolutionaries…make just 
one more effort to be nihilists” – it takes 
a bit of courage to be up to one’s rage. 
But where will all this take us? Did you 
not realize? It will take us nowhere… 
And anyway, where do you think you 
are going, all of you?

S’ io fossi foco arderei lo 
mondo (“If i were fire, i’d 
burn the world”)
The destructive euphoria of angry nihil-
ism finds its main form of expression in 
the element that most represents an-
ger: fire. Molotovs and incendiary de-
vices are like arrows, with which sym-
bols and structures of power and of the 
system are targeted: police stations, 
town halls, courts, banks, shops, com-
mercial centres, schools and cars.

Some of these targets touch many 
people’s civil conscience deeply. Why 
are schools set on fire, given that they 
could bring about the emancipation and 
integration of the socially alienated? Is 
it not true that education for everyone 
was an important conquest for human-
ity and its progress? Maybe; but if it is 
also true, and how you could deny it, 
that schools look more and more like 
prisons (both prisons and schools being 
part of the generalized prison-society), 
we should silence our conscience and 
look at a phenomenon that is beauti-
ful like a school in flames. After all, the 
school system is based on a removal of 
meaning – in other words, schools are 
instruments for life or rather for work, 
which in turn is an instrument for life – 
and therefore schools have no mean-
ing in themselves as they constantly 
refer to a meaning that is yet to come. 

In this way, as the future is denied and 
consists in dragging on between bore-
dom and desperation, schools are los-
ing their false pedagogic value. When 
instruments are in no way useful they 
become fetishes, and fetishes are only 
worth burning, possibly during fights 
with kids screaming “tonight is my fu-
ture.”

Civil conscience also has something to 
say about cars: why to set fire to the 
neighbours’ cars if the latter share the 
same state of emergency as the riot-
ers? First of all, most of the burned cars 
belonged directly or indirectly to institu-
tions, secondly the “scum” do not come 
from nowhere, but live in a specific ter-
ritory that does not represent any ho-
mogeneous human reality. On the one 

hand the rioters of the banlieues know 
they can count on the support and ac-
tive solidarity of many inhabitants of 
the area (without such solidarity twenty 
nights of riots in a row would not have 
been possible), on the other they also 
know very well whom the cars set to 
fire belong to, and certainly the latter 
are not those of the rioters’ direct or 
indirect accomplices. In the banlieus, 
like everywhere else, there stand zeal-
ous supporters of orders and dialogue, 
informers and profiteers, collaborators 
and various kinds of vile characters, 
as well as those who do not share in 
practice the unequivocal and clear po-
sition of the rioters. The youths of the 
banlieues do not tolerate any form of 
neutrality, dialogue or compromise with 
the institutions [which is to represent 

a major problem during the anti-CPE 
movement in March and April 2006, es-
pecially in Paris].

In other words, neighbours are not al-
ways friends or accomplices. Moreover 
revolts are not carried out at a symbol-
ic level but at the concrete one of the 
struggle and the field of battle. Cars are 
set on fire not only because it is obvi-
ously a pleasure to see fires burning 
but also and mainly following a strate-
gic and territorial view, that is to say by 
being in the territory through the strug-
gle. It is only in the perspective of real 
conflict (and not in its representation or 
sociological translation) that the value 
of this practice can be understood. 
Setting fire to cars is quite an effective 
means of building barricades rapidly 

and it is also a useful way to draw po-
lice to a specified area, where they can 
be hit by stones and Molotovs and from 
where rioters can escape easily, only to 
find each other elsewhere and start the 
game again (a dynamic that was large-
ly employed in the sabotage of public 
lighting power plants which opened the 
nights of rage).

The fact that these considerations have 
not been taken into account by many is 
quite astonishing. The most important 
point to be considered, however, is the 
importance of the territory as battlefield 
for all of today’s conflicts and those to 
come. In a society based on the circula-
tion of money, information, people and 
goods, management of the territory is 
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one of the most important operations carried out by power. 
For example, it is the way traffic circulation is set out that is 
slowly killing us with its poison, especially in metropolitan 
areas where urban spaces are reduced to alienating transit 
and service zones. It is an asymmetric, dehumanizing and 
murderous reality that is killing life, where territories are be-
ing made more and more aseptic and impenetrable to those 
who, be it for needs related to the system or of out of indi-
vidual choice, cannot be reduced to merchandise (and are 
therefore marginalized, locked up or deported).

At the same time, territory and traffic have become vital stra-
tegic factors in current and future struggles, with the spread-
ing of practices such as road blocks and sabotage, the inven-
tion of new ways of living in the territory and the destruction 
of everything that is to all effects uninhabitable. Of course 

we do not know if the destroyers of cars are aware of that. 
We do not know if we are overestimating their rage. What is 
certain is that behind their destructive negative attitude there 
stands a positive attitude relating to their way of living and 
making human relations, which besides continuously rein-
venting language and gestures, brings about complicity and 
solidarity during the riots. It is a positive attitude that cannot 
be reduced to the representation set out by the forces of 
the enemy field, for whom, consequently, they are nothing 
but vandals, dumbness and senseless gesticulation. We are 
not elaborating a tedious neo-realist embellished image of 
the underclass. What we are trying to do is, once again, ask 
ourselves if it is possible to live in spaces and territory in a 
different way so as to encounter new accomplices and occa-
sions of struggle to be exploded with due joy and radicality.

Sincere and open civil war is better than a rotten peace. 
M. Bakunin

Civil war
The current generalized war scenario, having gone beyond the bor-
ders between exterior and interior, having in its own way taken the 
war home, is precisely that of a civil war in act.

Civil war, therefore, is not a value to be exhorted, nor is it a myth 
to serve as encouragement. On the contrary, it is an obvious fact, a 
starting point. It is something that is normally silenced (in the name 
of a false unity of purpose, a slogan used as an injunction to social 
order) or, when it openly explodes, it is mystified as an ethnic-racial 
matter (“clash between civilizations,” as it has recently been labelled). 
But this civil war is not an internal fight within a homogeneous so-
cial context, nor is it a conflict between different identities; on the 
contrary it is the actual proof of the fictitious character of any unity: 
a fiction behind which the constant and unilateral offensive of capi-

tal against all the exploited, alienated and excluded (in other words 
against all the damned of the Earth) tries to hide itself. When rebel-
lion and revolt break out, we cheer with joy the surpassing not only 
of all fictitious unities but also that of the unity of attack.

Those upon whom power inflicts attacks and abuse every day and 
can attempt to upturn the relations of strength at any moment and 
with any means necessary, do not belong to any ethnic category. It is 
beyond doubt that certain peoples are most oppressed by dominion, 
excluded from mythical western wellbeing and confined in the in-
numerable ghettos of the planet; but, insofar as dominion affects ev-
eryone and everyone’s life, this is only a difference in the intensity of 
the generalized nature of oppression. To each his own. The misery of 
exploitation and the precarity of life are not peculiar phenomena that 
only affect those who do not take an active part in the economic cycle 
and political representation. On the contrary, it is a universal situa-
tion that affects everybody: submission to economic and political dic-
tatorship. Consequently, every revolt unleashes a universal potential 
of rebellion that only the transversality of contagion will be able to 
realise, so that this civil war becomes a social war against capital.

H y p o -
t h e s e s 
not to be 
rejected:
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Neutrality is impossible in a context of civil war. If you claim to be 
neutral you are choosing one side while giving the impression you are 
not, you are collaborating under the mask of “not having any other 
choice.” But neutrality is simply the most common self-justification 
in the grey zone and it is also the mother of every form of voluntary 
slavery. In a context of civil war any form of neutrality is potentially 
hostile to rioters.

The town planners always get it wrong: they consider cars 
(and their sub-products such as scooters) essentially as means 
of transport. It is a materialisation of an idea of happiness, 

which developed capitalism is trying to expand to the whole 
of society. Cars as the pinnacle of the wellbeing of alienated 

life, and inseparably as essential products of the capitalist 
market, are at the centre of the same global propaganda. 

G. Debord.

Widespread power, widespread attack
Power does not reside in any Winter Palace that can be attacked by 
revolutionaries, nor does it articulate throughout the various centres 
of production that workers can occupy. It does not only include po-
litical, police and judicial operations but is also a capillary system 
of relations that, as they expand over the whole of society, affect in-
dividual and collective deeds. Basically power produces and ratifies 
forms of life that, in their ways of feeding themselves, consuming, 
moving, communicating and thinking, are easily adapted to the re-
quirements of dominion. Power seems to be invincible everywhere, 
but for the same reason it can also be hit anywhere (obviously with 
different levels of strategic attack). This is quite a banal question that 
could be studied at the Collège de France not long ago. But if all that 
is true, it is also clear that any complaints about the damage caused 
by rioters towards third persons is absolutely ridiculous. Be it owners 
of cars set on fire by the French autoclasts, disturbed customers of a 
sabotaged bank or commuters disturbed by a roadblock, any claim 
to be a third party is always equivalent to that of being neutral: an 
hypothesis to be rejected.

Of course, one could object that destroying a bank, a prison or a 
court is quite different to setting fire to a car in the suburbs. True, but 
only up to a point. To understand this, one could carry out the fol-
lowing hypothetical experiment. In order to understand, try this ex-
periment. Imagine that a certain practise occurs universally; in other 
words imagine that the latter is imitated by everybody everywhere: 
for example, that all banks are attacked and destroyed. Well, that 
would be a turmoil not all that dissimilar to revolution. Now repeat 
the experiment with cars: imagine that all cars are set on fire. Would 
the consequences of such an event be revolutionary in the same way? 
Would it mean a radical upheaval of the entire social system? An hy-
pothesis not to be rejected.

Modern totalitarianism can be described as the setting up of 
a legal civil war through the state of exception. This allows 

not only the physical elimination of political adversaries but 
also that of entire categories of citizens who for whatever 
reason cannot be integrated into the political system. The 

intentional creation of a permanent state of emergency (even 
if it is not declared such) has since become an essential prac-
tice adopted by contemporary States, including the so-called 

democratic ones. 
G. Agamben

State of exception
The state of exception is the rule: it is hard to find a more common 
expression in present theoretical-critical discussions. It is just as hard 
though to find critical and practical analyses that are able to support 
such a statement. The very idea is in the first place ambiguous, as 
it seems to suggest that, historically or logically, behind the state of 
exception there is or could be some kind of virgin power capable of 
functioning properly, without abuse, violence and injustice; as a mat-
ter of fact, on the contrary, it is power as such that is abuse, violence, 
coercion and immorality, clear discrimination and arbitrary justifica-
tion of all forms of oppression. After clarifying that, it is the force 
of events that brings us to consider further what there is behind the 
declaration of the state of emergency.

Officially, the state of emergency is the suspension of the law (and 
therefore of all the rights and freedom that the latter is supposed to 
guarantee) in order to defend the law itself. This operation, which is 
obviously paradoxical, is justified by any situation of danger what-
soever. The fact that it has become the rule means that the state of 
exception is constantly being applied, regardless of its official procla-
mation: from the politics on immigration (which not only involve se-
vere limitations of people’s right of movement but is also based on the 
concentration camp style system of detention centres) to the periodic 
creation of red zones (where citizens’ freedom is actually suspended), 
the strengthening of measures of control (which are invading every 
individual’s life in spite of the democratic defence of privacy) to the 
abuses committed by police every day (“abuses” being a euphemism), 
the list of normal exceptional measures could go on for pages and 
pages. It is obvious that the young people of the banlieues are well 
aware of this normality as they not only live in a situation of territo-
rial segregation but also and mainly experience police repression on 
a daily basis, with its repertoire of abuse, humiliation and violence 
that accompanies searches and arrests. The declaration of the state of 
emergency in France would not be regarded as a scandal were it not 
for its symbolic value: the restoration of a 1955 law introduced dur-
ing the war in Algeria, unveils the idea of a colonialist management of 
internal politics; in other words, a sort of confirmation by the govern-
ment that a civil war is in course.

The normality of the state of exception, therefore, inevitably reveals 
the violence that the State and rights are based on: violence used to 
keep the State safe (mainly in the form of the government monopoly 
of legal violence: police, courts and prisons) and violence employed 
to expand the State (wars, international embargoes, maximum secu-
rity prisons, etc.). But this normality also shows how power is con-
stantly aware of some immediate danger, the spreading of a potential 
for revolt that would be quite hard to defeat and suppress if it were 
to explode effectively. Hence the adoption of innumerable preventive 
measures, including incessant terror propaganda, a constantly reno-
vated crisis and the spreading of insecurity, which transforms the fears 
of a drifting power into a common perception of constant danger.

The state of exception, however, has another potential that is rarely 
underlined by theoretical critique. Benjamin talked about an end of 
the continuum of history: a revolutionary event coinciding with the 
interruption of normality, and which, declaring that it is impossible 
to carry on this way, puts its destructive capacity into action. So don’t 
ask for political programmes, perspectives or outcomes of the revolt. 
That would be a pitiful return to the usual “what can I do?”, a ques-
tion that we hoped was finally lost among the junk of past history. 
More simply, just ask yourself How can I act? Anything else would 
simply be a placebo.
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On 
riots

Any attempt to overturn the world by 
the modern poor has begun with ri-
ots: 1789, 1848, 1871, 1917, 1968, 

and 1978 in Iran and Nicaragua. But not all 
riots lead to revolution, i.e. a generalized con-
flict involving everybody, nor do they lead to 
insurrection, i.e. to the public occupation of 
at least one area of the town by its inhabit-
ants against the State that administrates it, 
after they have rejected or defeated the armed 
forces and gained the support of inhabitants 
who had been passive until that moment. If 
on the one hand there are riots that do not 
lead to revolution or insurrection, on the 
other all revolutions and insurrections begin 
with riots. In fact, a riot is the beginning of 
something and, as there is no science that can 
predict its explosion and even less its conse-
quences, every riot must be considered as the 
possible beginning of the end of the world.

A riot is the beginning of a dialogue. This 
explosion, which could possibly spark off 
others, is the first, negative, sound of the 
word free, the first requirement before any 
qualitative change. Today, without revolt, no 
public discussion is possible; there is only the 
monotonous monologue of those who gov-
ern the existent. As carelessly proved by the 
French word (émuete), riots concern emotion 
in the first place. It is not reasoned emotion 
insinuated in some analysis; on the contrary, 
it is explosive, irrational emotion that ex-
cludes all reasoning. Since the era of positiv-
ism, reason has been considered superior to 
emotion. But the former has faded into the 
spirit and objectivity for a long time now. It 
is so alienated and falsified that it claims it 
can stir up positive emotions (cinema, mu-
sic, commercial advertising, and dominant 
news are practically no more than laborious 
factories of artificial feelings); but, instead of 
giving the truth of emotion to reason, they 

extend to the latter the falsification and ob-
jectivity that destroy all reasoning. The orga-
nized form of reason is the State. Since the 
world has become statified the party of rea-
son wants to make the present eternal, want-
ing to get rid of history and excommunicat-
ing its driving force: negativity.

Modern riots are the ignition of the negative. 
This emotion, having become the ghetto of 
authenticity, is against reason, which has be-
come the palace of falsification. It is a his-
torical upturning: now emotion, the very 
absence of conscience and hooliganism par 
excellence, creates thought, rebelling against 
reason, reified thought and eternal domesti-
cation of the spirit. Revolt is the evergreen 
outbreak of the old quarrel between the in-
transigence of subjectivity and conservatism 
of objectivity.

Collective emotion is revolt whereas collec-
tive reason is the State. Today all riots are 
against the State and all States are against ri-
ots. As the State and its ideologies are being 
hit by the storms of spirit the modern poor’s 
revolts are spreading. Such a remarkable 
multiplication of radical negation, instead of 
reflecting the growing distance between the 
immobile organization of the present society 
and the movement of the humans that form 
it, is systematically minimised. First of all, the 
frequency of revolts comes to be presented to 
the enemy as if they were inevitable accidents 
that have no historical importance as they 
have always existed and will continue to do 
so. Secondly, it is the police, that is to say the 
State, that hold the monopoly of informa-
tion about riots: whenever possible the latter 
is concealed, and when this is not possible 
their proportions are intentionally declared 
to be smaller than they are. In general there 
are three figures as regards demos against the 

government: those provided by the organiz-
ers, which are always in excess; those provided 
by the police, which are always smaller; and 
those provided by the media which, accord-
ing to the general mood, stand between the 
two false extremes. As regards riots, which 
do not have organisers, there is only the fig-
ure provided by police whereas the media 
keep silent or follow the police’s directives. 
The same concerns the assessment of dam-
age, dead and wounded, arrests, strength and 
length of the clashes. Finally, when it comes 
to explaining the reasons for the revolt, the 
servants of the State and journalists devalu-
ate it, putting forward trivial political or eco-
nomic pretexts and disregarding the serious 
question of the mood of the moment. They 
finally draw sociological banalities or scream 
about plots of opposing servants. These are 
vile excuses, which they do not say much 
about, however, because the more they talk 
about the riot the more they show they never 
took part in it and know nothing about it. 
On the other hand, these ignorant people 
think that street clashes increase according to 
their visibility on TV.

The vast majority of the modern poor have 
an even more vague idea about riots. First of 
all they adapt their opinion to that offered 
by the media: they think that riots are de-
spicable excesses. Dialogue and wisdom have 
failed. How was it possible to reach or rather 
to be dragged to such a point? For every an-
swer to this pseudo-question a pseudo-feel-
ing is always ready: desolation. If riots trans-
form the rioter’s emotions into awareness, 
they transform the spectator’s reason into 
pseudo-emotion. The latter is therefore un-
able to communicate with the rioters; even if 
he condemns them, he also thinks they have 
no responsibilities. As the spectator is absent 
from the riot and from history, he disconso-
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lately regrets the lack of adequate measures or reforms, as if riots were 
errors in management: nothing could be more stupid.

If State servants minimize riots, the poor mystify them. In fact they 
mystify their own revolt – which is considered impossible (as Ruge’s 
famous letter to Marx stated in 1843) – and consequently any other 
too. The modern poor take part in riots in very small proportions. 
Nearly all revolts come from demonstrations. Demonstrators are a 
minority of the modern poor and it is a minority of demonstrators 
that take part in riots. Finally, it is a minority of rebels that really 
fight. So almost all the poor of the town where riots occur learn about 
the latter through the enemy’s sources, whose clumsy and embar-
rassing explanations of such a terrible and close event tend, even if 
unintentionally, to widen its content through representation.

That is the reason why recuperators attribute trivial reasons to riots. 
They systematically reduce the revolt to the demo that it started from. 
They make this methodological mistake because they left the demo 
before the revolt even broke out, the latter acquiring its very essence 
precisely as soon as they disappear from the scene. The discussions 
and even the concessions of the recuperators are almost always related 
to the pretext of the demo, which is not that of the revolt and even 
less its main reason.

The modern poor that 
were absent the day the ri-
ots broke out are therefore 
divided between the recu-
perators’ reasonable argu-
ments and an epic vision of 
their own revolt, projected 
on to the event that they 
have missed yet again. They 
have a sensation: it must be 
emotion that nobody risks 
feeling after a glass of beer, 
a party that could never be 
experienced at a disco. Even 
if joy and sadness, anger and 
friendship, credulity and 
desire are there to the bit-
ter end, to prison or death, 
even if passion and the will 
are constantly upturned 
by the vertiginous alterna-
tion of lucidity and thrills, 
of bravery and fear to the 
point of rashness and panic, 
the only really epic thing is 
the incredible distance that 
a long and quiet movement 
of things digs between ev-
eryday life and history, between survival and life. The spectator, who 
is constantly absent from life, forgets that the rioters put their lives at 
stake. As he thoughtfully stares at his slippers, he tends to be reason-
able according to the enemy’s explanations and to the detriment of 
his confused dreams, which once again flow out towards more realis-
tic and comfortable occasions.

This abdication sharply distinguishes the modern poor from the an-
gry indigent. Its consequence is the discrediting of the revolt, along 
the lines of the propaganda of the enemy, even the most absurd. After 
every revolt, one of the two factions of servants attributes it to a con-

spiracy led, if not by the other faction, by the scapegoat preferred by 
its ideologues. And facing them, separated by a mountain of abstrac-
tions there stands a crowd of half-slave, half-lucid, half-apathetic peo-
ple: the huge movement of thought they have produced isolates and 
immobilizes them, preventing them from thinking and acting all to-
gether. We have sensations, of course, but they are imitated and have 
been suggested, they are contradictory and without issue, so we will 
not rebel; or they are produced by intimate and sudden lacerations, 
and can bring about everything, even including their being repressed 
by police, and cannot be recuperated as they are spontaneous.

Spontaneity is the main feature of modern revolts. All the poor, be 
they dressed up or in rags, submit equally: no one of them is able to 
lead others’ emotions. Conspiracy is based on secrets and lies, one of 
the big contradictions of the worker parties at the time when they 
wanted to conquer the world; but nowadays, between rival factions of 
slaves, it exists more in ghosts and anathemas than in fact.

Sometimes the enemy distinguishes martyrs and leaders in a revolt; 
but always afterwards. While police or the army are attacking a bar-
ricade, the most beautiful speech or the most cunning conspiracy 
cannot convince someone to resist or escape. The martyrs of a revolt 
are the dead alone and the leaders are simply the bravest who have 
no authority other than example. And if sometimes slanderers go in 

search of professionals of insurrection they will find them at home: 
the only ones that are paid to go to the scene of riots are police and 
journalists. If you are for pleasure you will find people enjoying them-
selves [si dilettano] and, if this happens more than once, you will be 
with true amateurs [dilettanti]…

“On riots” can be found in its complete version at 
http://teleology.org/traits/patates aigres-douces/emuete 

and was first published in 1987 in 
Dal 9 gennaio 1978 al 4 novembre 1979
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With a friendly nod to the day to day realities in Chiapas, the anarchist and the Arab in Greece, the civilian and the militant in Gaza, 
the suggestion of New School, the anarchist and the radio and the barricade in Oaxaca, the prisoner in Atenco, the legacy of Watts, 
the day laborer in Osaka, the uprising in St. Petersburg, the Burmese anti-fascist, the uprising in Cincinnati, the dignity of Benton Harbor,
the dignity of suburban France, the farmer in Afghanistan, the Chinese in Milan, the young of Ungdomshuset, the militant's Chile, 
everywhere where our dignity overpowers our shame, where our strength proves itself collectively, where our emotions manifest publicly 
and collectively, where such basic humanity is born and breathes, where there are those who adhere to a human decency no culture can 
destroy-- which fortunately, is everywhere. Onwards! 

Congratulations.

The early morning of January 1st was no accident, just as the fire lit night of January 7th was no accident. There are those who 
left early on the 7th who decry destruction and only want the specificity, the precision of a planned action with a planned target. 
They don't know that our plan was to rebuild our humanity and that the target was the city. They expose us to their legitimacy litmus. 
They are afraid of our wild ambitions, they have a smug disdain for our free humanity, they are torn between their boring critiques 
of capitalism and how they don't want to think we're mongrels-- but in their hearts, they do. We see them all the time: little conquistador 
Napoleons who want to mastermind a charge and lead a loud megaphone chant. Don't let them guilt or shame you-- if it helps, 
let this word be with you. 

They do not know that our power does not have to look like neighborhoods of small businesses that cater to the middle road, businesses 
that employ us to work unending hours for them, all the while suspecting of us one perversion or another. Not now, or not ever, 
but especially not now when we live in a world where no one bats an eye when they kill us, imprison us, humiliate us each day. There is 
no human rights delegation to our daily lives-- there are only capitalist gate keeper service agencies and liberals who think they know 
what's good for everyone. No flashy car, no Obama/Biden bumper sticker, no "mom and pop" can prevent us or sell us the betrayal 
of our own experiences. We don't grieve for a car window, or a nail salon, or liquor store, just as we don't grieve for a McDonalds or 
a bank. We grieve that we are choked each day and we celebrate that just past the tear gas we finally caught a breath of reality. 
We finally found humanity, together. 

It's cause to walk with a lighter step this week, to burn this memory into our histories, to remake our dreams for the future. 
We are reminded of what's possible: to be tender and patient with one another, and save our rage and distrust for those who 
destroy us.  A heartfelt congratulations to you.

No business as usual, not ever, always towards humanity, 
Barbarians,
Criminals,
POC Anarchists,
the dignified.  Dear Oakland,

uV
In the words of one particularly inspiring woman we met on the 7th: "We live a life of fear, and we want them to be afraid 
tonight,"

We flew through the night, always outrunning the twin monstrosity of police 
and liberal politics-- both who call for passivity-- staying close to familiar faces, 
but always defending a stranger. Here we write this letter even while we know 
that where our words so often fail, only our fires emerge victorious. But let 
this letter be a word of encouragement. Let this letter be comfort in the 
courtroom when you stare up back at the judge, when they call you a criminal.
We do not silently watch as they disappear us into their prison dungeons, 
their service industries, or when they feel free to wave guns at us and shoot us. 
Let this word be with you.

The night of January 7th we were with you, 
you were with me, when we saw a glimpse of the future: 
we smiled and embraced as we lit fires, stomped in windows, destroying real estate, 
both big and small business as usual. We shared tips on makeshift face masks, 
we rested together on the sidewalk to catch a breath, we reminded ourselves to 
"stay calm! don't run!" when the cops gassed us or when they did their sorry shuffle: 
charging a little, pushing a little, running a little. We disbanded and came back 
together time and time again and realized 
we could make the city into anything we wanted. 

anarchist people of color
For those who unfortunately were arrested, we've heard that there is friendly legal support from the National Lawyers Guild: 415 285 1011.
We’d rather meet again in the streets, but:       news.infoshop.org  |  indybay.org  |  illvox.org  |  sfbayview.com  |  daysinapril.blogspot.com  

fuck whatyaheard:



29

Revolt in the East Bay

What’s been going on? On January 1st, a 
BART cop shot a 22-year-old working-class 
black father named Oscar Grant in the back 
as he lay facedown and restrained, killing 
him instantly. The shooting was captured 
by several people’s cameraphones and cir-
culated widely.

On January 7th, Oscar was buried and 
a crowd gathered in protest at Fruitvale 
BART, the scene of his death. After dark, 
hundreds of demonstrators swarmed 
through downtown Oakland, smashing 
windows, blocking streets and lighting 
fires. 105 were arrested and many more 
experienced brutal police violence and 
chemical weapons.

In the days since, there have been several 
smaller, less destructive protests in Oak-
land and San Francisco, as well as a wave 
of nighttime sabotages against cops, 
banks and BART by anonymous anarchists 
in Oakland and Berkeley.

More reports of what’s been going down 
can be found at indybay.org/police, news.
infoshop.org and elsewhere on the web. 
Here we take up some of the questions of 
“why?”

Why were locally-owned businesses at-
tacked on Jan. 7 by a crowd made up 
mostly of local Black and Latin@ youth? 
For one thing, this has probably been 
exaggerated. Some have tried to depict 

the scene of the riots as “a working-class 
Black neighborhood”—a very misleading 
description of downtown Oakland and 
surrounding areas which are undergoing 
gentrification.

Any remaining mystery is further cleared 
up when we consider how race is being 
used to hide class. Consider Oakland’s 
Black mayor at a press conference on Jan. 
8 urging the city’s poor to stop rebelling 
by invoking the recent presidential elec-
tion—as if a Black president is any more a 
sign of a “post-racial” America than Black 
secretaries of state and defense, or a La-
tino attorney general—alongside remarks 
of blatant class contempt like “stop pimp-
ing and hustling.”

Of course, most people of any skin color 
aren’t business owners or politicians; we 
are the multitudes they exploit and gov-
ern. We know that police violence is never 
a “mistake,” but part of a deliberate strat-
egy of social control; reforming the police 
would only strengthen the state. We know 
that it is ridiculous to claim that a society 
divided into classes is ever at “peace.”

It’s true that local businesses aren’t the 
core of the capitalist economy any more 
than individual cops are the whole of the 
state’s repressive force. But they are real 
centers of power that people experience 
on a daily basis, and breaking their win-
dows could be seen as a message from 

people rejecting the American dreams of 
capitalist success and political democracy.

And the cars, why were they smashed? It 
has been reported that expensive-looking 
and state-owned vehicles were mainly tar-
geted, again indicating the class-conscious 
nature of the attacks. Also, it’s not hard to 
see how the automobile itself, through its 
physically dominant and omnipresent role 
in a polluted, overcrowded, and oppressive 
social reality, could be a target of rage.

What to make of all this negativity? The 
media both Left and Right have described 
rioters as not only mindless (though we 
have seen that they weren’t), but as “op-
portunists.” And what would be wrong 
with that? Again, we can only act in the spe-
cific situations in which we find ourselves. 
Revolt begins with our determination to 
act on our circumstances in society, rather 
than simply be acted on by it. The ques-
tion is not how much force we “should” 
use, but how much force we can use. Un-
der the right conditions, small stones can 
start an avalanche. This is the “why” of 
anarchist involvement. We should all be 
thinking about how we can use our power 
to destroy the power of the elite and all 
the cages they have built around us in this 
world. As Oscar Grant found out, we can’t 
count on full submission to save even our 
lives.

Don’t take shit… start it.

Solidarity means attack!



30

The beautiful images are still burned into our minds like cracks splayed across 
so many plate-glass storefronts. The joy of destruction, felt and celebrated, in 
the experiences of individual and collective power by those whose existence is 
regularly punished by this society. But the plate glass is replaced as quickly, even 
at the expense of the state, as if to make us forget that something ungovernable 
roared along this street. The media insist monotonously on the supposed mean-
inglessness of the blows dealt: so it is up to us to ask ourselves, what did they 
communicate, in and of themselves, these interruptions of the current social 
order’s smooth, right-angled, mass-produced facades?

First, that they were interrupted by force, by bodies and the force of bodies — 
not by arguments, pleas, declarations or counter-proposals. Social war happens 
in the physical realm, the realm of police bullets flying into a poor man’s back, 
and also of shoes against the windshield of this particular police car, the athletic 
exaltation of arms sending lonely garbage bins on new adventures. A terrain in 
the digital gaze of the camera, overrun and subverted by the masked and fleet 
of foot. The workings of this terrain as an organ of commerce have been inter-
rupted, repeatedly, and its elements reinterpreted as both weapons and targets, 
according to subjective desires which found immediate expression —  creating 
destruction.

Second, that these interruptions contained no call for reform, did not propose 
alternatives, or plan counter-institutions—the only desire expressed is for max-
imum damage. The only organizational plan is for getting away with it. There is 
no indication, for instance, that any of the participants’ actions were premised 
on the continuation of the state or capital—a fact which has left many “anar-
chists” scratching their heads. What does a “small business” have to do with police 
violence? they want to know. It seems that this may be understood better by 
those who deal with it more often than those who simply theorize about it.

Third, that this joy is contagious. It moves in blind spots of control. It appears 
sometimes as a street full of youths around sunset, sometimes an all-but empty 
block many hours later. Sparks blow about, to be stomped on where the state 
sees them land. But they can’t see all of them. Some of them have not yet ap-
peared because they are inside us. We are learning to release them.

—Sticks and Stones #1, Santa Cruz

http://supporttheoakland100.w
ordpress.com

a few words 
dedicated to 
the oakland 100 
and the rest 
of the restless 
dispossessed:
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1.7—BART
Today, a BART police car received damage via superglued 
locks. Two BART ticket machines were also superglued. 
For Oscar Grant. 
Towards social war and for general sabotage. 
For earth, animal, and human liberation, 
Some Autonomous Individuals

1.8—Bank of the West
Last week, after Oakland was rioting and the pigs were 
combing the streets looking for anyone to harass and ar-
rest, we struck at the Bank of the West on Telegraph Ave. in 
Berkeley.

The pigs were no where in sight as our bricks crashed 
through the glass windows guarding the bank.

We attacked this symbol of capital in solidarity with our sis-
ters and brothers in Oakland who rioted after the murder 
of Oscar Grant. Our struggles must be our own. We might 
fight not only the police but also those who would turn our 
power that we have created on the streets into their political 
machines. Solidarity means attack.

annonomyous autonomists

1.8—Berkeley pigs
Last night at 3:00 a.m. we attacked the police station across 
the street from Ashby BART. All of its front windows were 
smashed out with bricks. If the pigs think they can keep 
getting away with murder; they’ve got another thing com-
ing. May this small action help to fuel the fires of the upris-
ing spawned by the most recent murder at the hands of the 
armed thugs of capital…

We wanted to let everyone know how easy this was to pull 
off in case you find yourself walking the streets at night and 
need some ideas how to safely take file your complaint 
against the pigs. With gloved hands we grabbed some bricks 
from the neighborhood around the corner. We approached 
out of view of any cameras, as to not leave them with any 
identifying images. Pulling on our masks, we casually ap-
proached when no cars were driving by and spent a total of 
15 seconds hurling the bricks through their thick plate glass 
windows. We quickly got off the main street and disappeared 
into the night. This communiqu(c) was written so our attack 
would not go unreported and was originally posted from a 
public computer to a website that does not store IP informa-
tion.

Smash things up in the night! Don’t get caught! 
From Athens to the East Bay – the fire of rebellion is spreading. 
This is only the beginning.

In memory of Oscar Grant and all who are murdered at the 
cold hands of the police.

1.8—BART
In the early hours of Thursday morning, all the windows of 
the North Berkeley BART station were smashed in and the 
name of Oscar Grant was scrawled across the walls. This 
action was taken out in response to the murder of Oscar 
Grant by BART police and in solidarity with the riots that 
have been taking place in Oakland. Our hope is that this ac-
tion will inspire others to rise up against this atrocious police 
state in which we live.

This action was very easy to carry out and took no more than 
a few minutes to get done. We approached the BART sta-
tion fully masked and carried stones, bricks, and spray paint 
in our gloved hands. We painted first as to not make much 
noise, and did so in block letters to not reveal any personal 
handwriting. We spent no more than 20 seconds smashing 
in the glass windows and then vanished into the night.

In action you see not only our obvious rage, but our chance 
to begin life and liberation. This is not just revenge for the 
death of Oscar Grant, but for all of us who suffer at the brutal 
hands of the cops everyday. This is revenge for every morn-
ing we are forced to wake up to this oppressive system.

Solidarity means attack. Don’t get caught. 
From the East Bay to Greece—WE ARE EVERYWHERE!

1.12—Banks
Last night we smashed 2 ATMs at 20th and Broadway in 
solidarity with the rebels who lit up Oakland on Wednesday 
night, and as a reminder to everyone else that this is about 
class, not just race or a specific instance of police violence.

We are all involved in a class conflict which politics can-
not contain. Police violence doesn’t happen in a vacuum; 
it happens because there is a capitalist economy based on 
property and the circulation of commodities, which the police 
defend and enforce on behalf of the rich. For the rest of us 
— the exploited and excluded classes — riots and sabotage 
will be the weapons we use.

The one upside to the world being colonized by the state/
capital system is that there are targets everywhere, so con-
spire with your friends! We are free only when we revolt; we 
won’t be truly free until we totally destroy the current sys-
tem. Pull back the iron curtain of law and order, and nurture 
the capacities of rebellious community… Breaking things at 
night is somewhere to start.

A word on ATM attacks: we highly recommend these based 
on the relatively high monetary damage it causes to financial 
institutions for how incredibly easy they are to carry out. Just 

Solidarity actions and revolutionary intervention 
in response to the police murder of Oscar Grant
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make sure to use something heavier than a basic nail-driving 
hammer and hopefully you can get done more than we did!

Social war is 24-7-365! 
Solidarity means attack! 
with love in our hearts and fire in our eyes, 
anarchists

Mon., 1.12—SF street action
Tonight, we took the struggle against police violence to the 
heart of capital, rampaging along the major corridors of a 
bustling financial district. When there is discord in the hood, 
there will be no calm in the metropolis.

At the demonstration’s commencement, a panic ensued 
amongst downtown businesses. Store owners asked patrons 
to leave, pulled down riot gates to insulate commodities from 
the surging crowd, and locked their doors. Its obvious the 
news of Oakland’s events is still fresh on everyone’s mind.

There were police as far as the eye could see, the seemingly 
endless contingent of officers walking alongside the small 
march spanned nearly its entire length. Police motorcycles 
sped through traffic, and their vehicles were so abundant 
that they slowed rush hour Market Street traffic to a halt. The 
march was almost entirely surrounded, and nearly outnum-
bered. There is no doubt that the SFPD was prepared for a 
riot.

This preparation 
proved worthless 
when a group of par-
ticipants decided to 
run full speed along 
the side streets of 
downtown, pull-
ing trashcans and 
newspaper boxes 
into oncoming 
traffic, destroying 
prominent adver-
tisements, spray-
painting corporate 
facades, and light-
ing fires. No arrests 
were incurred.

Perhaps it was more slapstick comedy than militant insur-
rection; masked youths running over luxury cars much to 
the dismay of their confused drivers and yuppies desper-
ately diving out of the way of the oncoming mob. But make 
no mistake, we are dedicated to the struggle against state 
repression.

There was no organization behind tonight’s demonstration, 
no front groups, no self-appointed leaders, no spokesperson, 
no tired ass community activists, and definitely no march or-
ganizer in tears over destroyed property (seriously, fuck that 
dude). There was a call posted online and a few hundred 
fliers handed out on the street and on BART one sunny day. 
Anyone can organize this type of event.

The confused and uncomfortable looks of downtown busi-
nessmen were priceless: tonight the conflict came to their 
doorstep. They’d be wise to consider this a warning. See you 
on Wednesday.

Weds., 1.14—Oakland street action
A crowd of roughly 50 people gathered in the area of 14th 
and Broadway about 8pm. Riot cops pushed the crowd to-
ward 12th Street. Someone broke the glass in a bus stop 
and about six Wells Fargo windows at 12th and Broadway, 
then the cops fired tear gas into the crowd. That group split 
up into several. The largest splinter headed north on 12th 
and through City Center shopping area breaking windows of 
corporate businesses and several cars. That group of about 
20-30 then started to head up MLK. 18 arrested.

Several hundred 
copies of this 
flyer were distrib-
uted on Jan. 30th 
at a demonstration 
called to coincide 
with the killer pig’s 
bail hearing
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SECURITY TIP 
for the ambitious dispossessed
The FBI has confirmed the use of mobile phones for electronic surveillance in crim-
inal investigations: remotely activating a mobile phone’s microphone and using it 
to eavesdrop on nearby conversations. The technique is called a “roving bug,” and 
was approved by top U.S. Department of Justice officials for use against members 
of a New York organized crime family who were wary of conventional surveillance 
techniques such as tailing a suspect or wiretapping him. Nextel cell phones owned by 
two alleged mobsters, John Ardito and his attorney Peter Peluso, were used by the FBI 
to listen in on nearby conversations.

The surveillance technique came to light in an opinion piece by U.S. District Judge 
Lewis Kaplan. He ruled that the “roving bug” was legal because the federal wiretap-
ping law is broad enough to permit eavesdropping even of conversations that take place 
near a suspect’s cell phone. While the Genovese crime family prosecution appears to be 
the first time a remote-eavesdropping mechanism has been used in a 
criminal case. The technique has been discussed in security circles for 
years. The U.S. Commerce Department’s security office warns that “a 
cellular telephone can be turned into a microphone and transmitter for 
the purpose of listening to conversations in the vicinity of the phone.” An article in the 
Financial Times last year said mobile providers can “remotely install a piece of software 
on to any handset, without the owner’s knowledge, which will activate the microphone 
even when its owner is not making a call.” Nextel and Samsung handsets and the Motor-
ola Razr are especially vulnerable to software downloads that activate their microphones, 
said James Atkinson, a counter-surveillance consultant who has worked closely with gov-
ernment agencies. “They can be remotely accessed and made to transmit room audio all the 
time,” he said. “You can do that without having physical access to the phone.”

Because modern handsets are miniature computers, downloaded soft-
ware could modify the usual interface that always displays when a 
call is in progress. The spy ware could then place a call to the FBI 
and activate the microphone—all without the owner knowing it 
happened. “A mobile sitting on the desk of a politician or businessman 
can act as a powerful, undetectable bug… enabling them to be activated at a later 
date to pick up sounds even when the receiver is down.”

“If a phone has in fact been modified to act as a bug, the only way to counteract that is 
to either have a bug sweeper follow you around 24-7, which is not practical, or to take 
the battery out of the phone,” Atkinson said. Security-conscious corporate execu-
tives routinely remove the batteries from their cell phones, he added, to prevent 
covert listening and location details. Software exploits, tools, and viruses are cir-
culating amongst hackers that have similar features to the government software. 
Illegal ‘Bluetooth’ software exploits are already becoming common, enabling 
you to steal pictures, view texts, contacts. Soon users will be able to tap phones, 
get all their numbers, find their location, view pictures, texts, turn microphone 
and camera on, view contacts, view their details, etc., all 
through your phone or PC. A growing number of private 
sector internet based services offer similar programs.

—325, 
“an insurgent anti-prison zine of social war and anarchy” 

325collective.com
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Plan B*
from Politics is not a Banana #1 

(Institute for Experimental Freedom)

Our exit strategy from activism and the next 
expression of an autonomous social force

We intend to contain within our recomposed 
and constituted rebel communities the 
capacity and power to attack. We seek 
to manifest our selves as the species for-
its-self, the species-being. Furthermore, 
we seek the blurring of lines between our 
experiments at non-hierarchical social 
relationships and our material force as a 
nomadic war-machine.

The objective of any expression or gesture of revolt must 
be to produce social conflict and strengthen our worlds. The 
Activist who responds to the contradictions of capitalism with 
morality or ethics either misunderstands this or does not 
seek revolt. The current methods for organizing the trans-
formation of a protest into social conflict invite such activists 
into the conversation. On the contrary, we seek an avenue 
for communication that has a foundation in something more 
than perceived political ties. Likewise, we wish for a network 
of communication (to produce knowledge) that maintains it-
self for the next attack.

To answer these questions, insurrectional anarchists have 
proposed the structure and reproduction of small groups 
(3-7) making attacks on objects of their misery. This argu-
ment has best been put into practice in the US by groups of 
ecological and animal liberationists. However, these groups 
are very diffuse and the nature of their cellular structure and 
somewhat misanthropic perspectives removes them from 
the arena of human social relationships. Additionally, most 
who espouse the theory of insurrectional anarchists in the 
US refuse the protest as a site of attack and also end up 
replacing any question of strategy with one of morality: a 
choice that ultimately reproduces the wrong power. What 
Would Peter Young do? What Would david gilbert do? The 
point is not to produce a new order and expand its influence 
but to become attentive to the rifts and also the dirt roads 
between the existing multiplicity of worlds—to act in the only 
way social species can act and to be intentional and thought-
ful about how we can be such a species-being. There is a 
difference between abstract thought and abstractions.

We recognize the social nature of revolt just as we recognize 
the affects of our rioting. There is nothing in the world of cap-
ital that compares to the feelings of comradery and power in 
the moments when it is only possible to speak of I-as-we—
something that is felt precisely when one is linked to five 
thousand others destroying everything that prevents us from 
inhabiting the world. We must remain social and reproduce 
gestures and actions that can affirm that. The model we are 
most experienced with in the US is the black bloc, the pro-

cess of which looks like this: an affinity group or cluster 

of affinity groups confirm their interest in producing social 
conflict at a protest. They choose a date, a few possible tar-
gets and have a proposal for a march route. They then pro-
duce the most intoxicating rhetoric they can muster as a “call 
for action” and within the time between then and the protest, 
hope for the best. Before the day of the protest there is a se-
cret “vouched-for” meeting where the questions of “how” are 
sussed out. Usually, however, no one besides the organizing 
group has made it their task to provide resources and people 
can be expected to be prepared only with a few reinforced 
banners and perhaps some flags—somehow “and anything 
else one may need to show their resistance to capitalism” 
does not translate well to “weapons” in English.

Black Blocs have failed on numerous occasions to produce 
quality attacks that transform the demonstration into a riot, 
and moreover, their exclusive nature often provokes a fetish-
ism and thus a parody of autonomous force by those ex-
cluded from the knowledge and wisdom of its form. This is 
less a failure on the part of the form and more on our abilities 
to share knowledge and be self-critical.

A critical engagement with the Black Bloc form does, how-
ever, prove there is something that provokes its continual 
reproduction more so than mere identity fetishism. There 
have been times when an autonomous material force, ex-
pressing its self through a Black Bloc, has been powerful 
and intriguing enough to be appropriated by others outside 
of its political sphere. Take the case of students in upstate 
New York utilizing the tactic to get their friends and coeds 
to attack police on Halloween. Likewise, when the Cincin-
nati riots occurred a few months after small-scale trashing 
against the Trans-Atlantic Business Dialogue, it was no 
small coincidence that the rioters, who observed anarchists 
marching against police brutality, were wearing similar col-
ors and masks. The Black Bloc technique, severed from its 
political implications, has a few simple qualities: it is a way to 
organize the passage from protest to riot; it is way of creat-
ing anonymity so one can riot or do an action with less fear 
of later consequences and it is an expression of power. In 
addition, the organization of a Black Bloc provides a frame-
work to elaborate and experiment with. This is key. Without 
such a structure, the few victories would likely be nothing 
more the relationship of praying—hope turned into reality. 
With our self-organization of attack, we become conscious 
of our agency; of our becoming-War machine—will turned into 
power.
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A theory of attack for the rest of us

1. our goals Will alWaYs include the Production or amPlifica-
tion of social conflict. We wish to get organized with a cer-
tain attention to detail, contested space and vulnerabilities 
of capital within our own lives and within the other worlds we 
can traverse.

2. our objectives, techniques and organizational forms should 
Produce PoWer. We wish to get organized in such a way that 
intentionally de-hierarchicalizes space and affirms the ritu-
als, customs and gestures we make together.

3. We saY: “We need this, do You?” We wave to others from 
the tops of overturned police cars.

4. 100 to 200 = 1000; this is caPacitY for a reasonable amount 
of ProPertY damage. With 1000 we can do most things we 
wish to do in a city. 100-200 solid, self-organized and materi-
ally prepared folks can become 1000 far better than 25 and 
can provide more resources.

5. What else can We do? hoW can We take What We need? 
Where can We attack?

Are you ready for 
social war?

from Modesto Anarcho #9 
(http://myspace.com/modanarcho)

For those of us who wish to see the end of this great 
beast that they call capitalism, we should be aware 
that interesting times are ahead. It appears that the 

economy is going to keep getting worse and the wars in the 
middle east will continue to rage on. Furthermore, whoever 
wins the election will be left with an economy in shambles 
and no plan on getting the US out of Iraq and Afghanistan. 
Thus, here are several points of “intervention,” or direct par-
ticipation, within this time in history.

1.) Don’t vote and encourage people not to vote 
as well. The elections are distracting us from the bigger 
and more important task at hand of getting rid of capitalism 
and the government and creating a world in which regular 
people have control over their day to day lives, communities, 
and means of sustaining themselves. Boycott the elections - 
encourage direct action.

2.) Start discussion groups with co-workers, 
friends, cell-mates, fellow students, and neigh-
bors about what is going on. Discuss how we can 
support ourselves in the growing crisis and how we can build 
autonomy from the government and the capitalist system. 
Start food sharing programs and gardens, squat building to 
avoid paying rent, and start pooling resources as a com-
munity. Discuss what you should do if the police and/or mili-
tary should enter your community. Share publications like 
Modesto Anarcho with friends and check websites like news.
infoshop.org often to learn what is going on. If possible, set 
up large meetings (’general assemblies’) of people in your 
area to talk about these issues. Discuss what is happening 
and share information — organize with your community.

3.) Form an ‘affinity group’ of people that you can 
engage in actions with. This should be a group of peo-

ple who all know each other and includes no one who could 
be a snitch or pig. If you hear about some sort of unrest 
going on; either a strike, building occupation, prison upris-
ing, school walkout, riot, large demonstration, etc, get your 
crew together and attempt to aid and expand that struggle. 
Denounce those who would channel these struggles back 
into the system. Struggles must be controlled by those who 
start and organize them. Any attempt by those who want our 
struggles to elect the next leader or bureaucrat must be met 
with resistance. Form action groups to expand, support, and 
aid social struggles — resist bureaucrats and reformers.

4.) In the event of large scale rioting and social 
unrest, we will have several tasks. The first is to 
create autonomous zones out of the rioting. These must be 
places where the people will have power and the police, 
snitches, government, and military will not be allowed to 
enter. We must push the political nature of these actions. 
Through our affinity groups, we must create flyers and pub-
lications that support the uprising and call for greater mass 
action. We must write graffiti and put up posters with similar 
messages. We must encourage the looting of corporate busi-
nesses and the ‘communalization’ of resources. We must 
encourage the taking back of housing and land. We must 
take out the infrastructure of the police, prisons, military, and 
government within our communities so they are not able to 
launch counter attacks. We must be on guard against anti-
social elements such as drug cartels, rapists, and murderers 
within our communities. We must be on guard against racist 
elements within our ranks and we must generalize rebellion 
among the poor and working classes as a whole. Lastly, we 
must link up with other communities who will hopefully also 
be rising up. Push revolt into revolution — create autono-
mous power for poor and working people.

*the banner exclaimed “Plan b: burn berlin!” 
although Rostock expressed what we were 
feeling much more clearly.
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How is it that we expect to defend ourselves against 
police and state violence? Well, we stop whining 
about how bad things are and how we have no 

power over our lives, and we organize crews. Crews are any 
collection of close friends that trust one another to the fullest extent. 
Friends that trust one another with their own safety and lives. Some 
people refer to these as affinity groups, but in the attempt to not con-
fuse the difference between activists’ actions and the actions of those 
who coose social war as the only option, I use the word crew.

A crew is a group whose aim is the expansion of their own as individ-
uals and as a collection of people. As others realize their own power 
as individuals and communities, the power of the police and courts 
weaken. This is what happens in any community garden, and any 
riot. People see that they can grow their own food, and helps others 
do the same, then they see what can be done with only eight people. 
Those eight turn into twenty-one, which turns into fifity-five, then 
a hundred thirty-nine. Crews can form anywhere: in school, on the 
street and on the job.

When more people realize their true capabilities to rule their own 
lives, they, along with others, become a true material force. One of 
a physical nature, unlike the voting polls that only act as a means to 
confuse where our true power lies — in our own hands. Not one 
man’s, not one woman’s, not one government’s, but in our own physi-
cal hands. Those who wish to play puppet master know this. The peo-
ple who fancy themselves our rules and keepers—politicians, busi-
ness owners, police, judges, and many others—long ago organized 
themselves into a material physical force that can in actuality change 
things, move things, and control things. Crews act as a counter-force 
to those whose goal is to be slave masters.

Crews then serve a role in protecting ourselves from those who would 
like to see us continue to be mistreated at work. Those who would 
like us to continue working for scraps. Those who would like us to 
continue to lie to ourselves, saying that we are working all this time 
so our family and our kids get a better life than us. Crews could steal 
from big businesses and pass out free food and clothes. They can take 
money from those who have it and give it to community centers, free 
community education programs, and free housing projects. Crews 
form to act as a force against those who would rather see us behind 
bars or dead based on the color of our skin or the amount of money 
in our pockets.

Crews form to approach the police when they are hassling some-
one for having a beer outside. They approach police for rummaging 
through their neighbors’ trash. They stand side by side against code 
enforcers who are trying to ticket people in the community. They 
stop the repo man that is stealing their next door neighbor’s car. They 
help build up their communities in such a way that the police don’t 
even want to follow someone into a neighborhood to give them a 
ticket for expired plates.

Crews do not steal from one another; they do not slight one another. 
They steal from those who have and give to those who do not. They 
realize that their main enemies are those who wish to rule over others 
and make slaves out of us and our loved ones. That is the police, the 
prisons, the rich, the bureaucrats, the courts and the judges.

We do not do these things because we believe we occupy some imag-
ined moral high ground. We do not wish to create some sort of new 
morality or new set of “rights” and “wrongs.” We do these things to 
gain control over our lives and to further our own power as well as the 
power of those who have always been dispossessed in this society.

—The Rebel #1 (Tacoma)

The Formation of Crews:  A Tactic in 
Expanding Our Strength and Our Autonomy

“There are those who get indignant and those who take note, those who denounce and those 
who get organized. We are among those who get organized.… We are not afraid of forming 
gangs and can only laugh at those who would decry us as a mafia.”

—The Call
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Squat a house or building that the crew can use to hold 
meetings, parties, a place to stay, and events. Work on the 
house together and build a sense of community there. Have 
nights where the crew goes into a building that is vacant 
just to watch a movie together or have a discussion. Con-
sider squatting a house to use for an event in the larger com-
munity. Squat houses then link up with people and families 
that are homeless. Help them move into foreclosed/vacant 
homes. Start defense networks to keep these homes.

Take food from the rich and give it out to people who need it. 
Include anarchist publications and encourage people to take 
from the wealthy.

Read the newspapers of your local area daily if possible. 
When you hear of a strike or labor dispute, en-
gage and intervene in that struggle. Go to the 
picket lines with food and revolutionary literature. 
Find ways that the workers are possibly resisting 
the bosses and also the union leadership. See if 
there are ways you can expand these activities. 
Draft flyers and posters supporting the strike, 
calling on more people to join in and also giving 
a revolutionary anarchist/communist perspec-
tive. Create graffiti slogan which give support to 
the strike. Carry out actions that attack the com-
panies involved in the strike and issue solidarity 
statements. If you have enough people, engage 
in marches through the city in solidarity with the 
strike, directing rage where possible.

In the event of some form of repression in the 
community, like for instance a police shooting, 
organize wheatpasting teams that will cover 
neighborhoods in anti-police posters. Crews 
should make contacts in those communities and 
see if there are any ways that they can engage 
and intervene in a possible struggle against the police. If 
the police and/or liberals host forums or meetings to try and 
smooth over relations between the pigs and the people they 
are attacking, disrupt, denounce, and pass out literature at 
these events against not only the police and the reformists, 
but articulate the need for insurrectionary action against 
them.

Find places that youth like to hang out that are out of the 
reach (generally speaking) of the police and authorities. 
Organize parties there, have free food, anarchist literature, 
skate ramps, break dancing areas, music, etc. Use this 
space as the starting point for unpermitted marches that at-
tack points of misery.

Find places where people congregate and hang out and set 
up free literature and food tables. Use this space as a place 
to hang out but also engage with the public about your ideas. 
This is especially good for those who can’t afford to create 
an infoshop in their area.

When something goes down in your community, or when you 
want to respond to something going on in the world, round 

up the crew for a night of graffiti action. Map out the best and 
most visible areas in the communities that you want to speak 
to. Your messages should be clear and easy to read, and 
also call on people to take action.

Send free literature into prisons. Make connections with pris-
oners and aid them in their struggles inside.

At your workplace, discuss with co-workers about your vari-
ous problems with the bosses and the job in general. Try 
and get everyone on the same page and encourage your 
fellow workers to steal and sabotage as much as possible. 
Discover who the snitches and those loyal to the boss are. 
If you are thinking about taking action on the job, have other 
members of your crew engage in pickets while you and the 

rest of those at your workplace continue to work; thus avoid-
ing the possibility of getting fired for striking. Then, talk with 
co-workers about going on wildcat strikes. Create flyers and 
banners to pass out to other workers and community mem-
bers about your struggle.

When things go down in your community, respond by attack-
ing enemies and then posting communiques from comput-
ers that do not require you to log in and where there are no 
video cameras recording your image. Post on websites like 
your local indymedia page, or news.infoshop.org

If you hear of a new yuppie development project that is com-
ing to town to gentrify the neighborhood and kick people out, 
sabotage their construction sites and also organize to dis-
rupt their open houses and opening parties. The more they are 
afraid, the less they will want to move into the neighborhood.

Start a community fund to support those that are arrested or 
facing jail time. Train together. Quit smoking together. Cook 
meals together. Discuss things together.

But above all, be bad ass proletarian 
motherfuckers!

some ideas for creW-based activities —(Vengeance #2, Modesto)

http://wewillhaveourvengeance.blogspot.com
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To the typhoon of capital, we can only oppose the typhoon of insurrection. There is 
no precise roadmap to the unmappable freedom of a post-proletarianized future: we 
can only gamble and experiment. But we can look at past “crises” and their effects, 
and their relation to class conflict. Of course, a thorough historical overview is as be-
yond the scope and intent of this text as a thorough detailing of present day struggles, 
but suffice to say that in many cases, contracting economies have provoked rebellion 
from proletarian masses with few ways out. These are the days that frighten the bosses 
and cops: when the workforce—the exploited class—is backed into a corner, like any 
animal, it’s most dangerous.

The depressions of 1837 (caused by real estate speculation, much like this one) and 
1857 sparked food riots in New York, Philadelphia and other cities. In the depression 
of 1873, 20,000 unemployed workers—many of them anarchists—marched under 
banners demanding “Bread or Blood!” in Chicago, winning greatly expanded wel-
fare payments in the city. However, the public at large continued to suffer during the 
“Long Depression” 1873-97, a period which “coincided” with capitalist accumula-
tion through new technologies like the internal combustion engine, the assembly 
line, electrification and the telegraph (the “Second Industrial Revolution”).

The Stock Market Crash of 1929 and ensuing Great Depression came at the end of 
a decade of intense mechanization and urbanization in the U.S.—that is to say, the 
building up of a precarious labor force in the cities. Vast numbers of people were 
impoverished, and responded directly. Throughout the country, the unemployed be-
gan to carry out mass looting and organized raids to provide food for themselves, 
their families and communities. Across the country massive demonstrations began 
to occur in almost every city, some under banners reading “Fight—Don’t Starve!” 
Many of these gatherings turned into battles with the police, as the rich feared they 
were losing their grip on “public” space to hungry, angry, leaderless mobs. Bread 
or Blood is a threat, not a question. How do we gain leverage? We carry out our 
threats—or at least enough of them to make the bosses fear the power of our class; to 
remind them they are outnumbered and cowardly. And as the second banner slogan 
suggests, we can use public action to communicate and find solidarity with our peers, 
rather than to communciate political messages to politicians. We could create situa-
tions in which to act as a social force on behalf of our own well-being—and against 
all management and all political relations.

Part 4: Our bailout

“Fuck welfare, we say reparations.”    
—Dead Prez

In the past the elite have regained 
social control in such situations 

through buying off those willing 
and able to compromise with some 
greater material security, and sup-
pressing those who won’t. This may 
or may not be possible today. We 
can direct our efforts towards 
making it less possible.

On the Current Crisis

& the Potential for Revolution
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More recently, the piquetero movement in the Argentine economic 
collapse of 2001 saw extensive use of blockades of major roadways, 
bridges, large stores and government buildings. Like always, the de-
mands are for better material conditions, because we need them but 
not because that’s all we care about. The formation of an insurgent 
sociability must be also part of our reason for fighting. Like the U.S. 
unemployed movement of the 1930s, the piqueteros have tended to-
wards informal and autonomous organization. Many anarchists have 
favored this kind of organizing to carry out attacks on the class en-
emy, and to defend our class: loosely structured, held together more 
by periodic actions than by regular and formal affiliations; gathering 
momentum from victories which yield money or food or a halt to 
evictions. We lose momentum not simply when we are jailed, but 
when we compromise with the logic of order, of pacification and of 
“Parties” that represent us.

Another way we can impact the situation is by attacking key ele-
ments of the social machinery which the elite need to control us, and 
without which their control will fall apart that much faster. As men-
tioned, the modern global economy requires continuous circulation 
of comodities, and continuous sources of energy. Its arteries are the 
communication and transportation networks and also the electrical 
grid and its sources. This infrastructure is widespread and not eas-
ily defended. In oil-producing regions of the global south, like Iraq, 
Colombia and Nigeria, attacks on oil infrastructure are common. In 
Canada, First Peoples and their allies have a tradition of highway and 
rail blockades in their resistance to colonization; in Europe, anarchists 
have a tradition of fighting against rail systems, and in the UK to road 
construction. The U.S. has a long and under-reported history of at-
tacks on the electrical grid. Little is known of intentional destruction 
of fiber optic cables, although they are fragile, often buried close to 
the surface and form the backbone of major telecommunications ca-
pacities. (This April, someone cut fiber optic lines at 4 sites in the South 
Bay Area, cutting telecom service to 3 counties for up to 24 hours.)

The elite will also attempt to find new sources of capital, no doubt 
through new technologies like biotech and nanotech which offer 
them control of life and matter to an unprecedented degree. Tech-
nologies of social control will also continue to extend their scale and 
scope, like GPS, RFID and surveillance linked to sophisticated ana-
lytical “data-mining” software. This social control will also enhance 

the regime of borders and prisons: capital only moves freely as we 
are fenced in. It is up to us to find the weak spots in these barriers. 
Resistance to these confinements will enable the formation of links of 
solidarity against our common foes.

And this is, really, the point. The end of the present miserable situa-
tion and the birth of freedom is not to be found in the sum total or 
quantity of destructive acts, but in the quality of new social relation-
ships. These will be able to come into being in the absence of domi-
nating structures, and more particularly, in the process of destroying 
them…

Part 5: Swarm and destroy

When they elite talk about rioting and public disorders, they 
talk of “mob mentality,” of a gathering of people becom-
ing charged and descending into “mindless,” animalistic 

behavior. According to theories of “crowd psychology,” others may 
be drawn into this vortex of craziness and lose their identities and 
ethics as well. And yet, some of us feel more ourselves than ever while in 
struggle alongside our community. Consider the intricately coordinated 
flocking and swarming behaviors of birds, bugs and fish: it actually 
indicates a great degree of awareness of oneself and those around. The 
leaderless (literally an-archic) behavior of swarms shows the possibili-
ty of spontaneously coordinated self-organization. And it is obviously 
true that many people may want and feel drawn to join into making 
such a break from business as usual. The question is, if police don’t stop 
it, what does a riot become?

The instability of capital, the tension towards freedom and resis-
tance within all relations of control, means that revolution is always 
immanent—that is, its possibility is always close at hand, even if it 
is not literally imminent, or about to happen. We don’t know what 
will happen, of course. Here we disagree with marxism and with all 
models of an evolutionary progress which will eventually end misery, 
oppression, etc. The only progress we see unfolding is the grinding to 
dust of human beings, the earth and all its inhabitants between the 
gears of capital and technology. This is a process our revolution will 
conclude only by interruption, or in other words, insurrection: a to-
tal, violent and qualitative break with existing society and history, in 
which the suppressed desires of individuals can flow forth and destroy 
the structures within which we are caged… [S]ociety is like a piece of 
fabric with a tear in it, and if someone pulls on either side of the tear, 
the whole thing could be torn apart.

In order for the self-organized attack to 
spread in this way, we should keep in mind 
not just the quantitative effect of our tactics 
but their quality of being reproducible. Is it 
something a lot of people could do without 
dedicating their existence to militancy? If 
so, why shouldn’t they? As tears appear in 
the fabric of class society, what can we do to 
make them bigger? It is urgent to be able to 
communicate about the attacks happening 
from both sides—the moves and counter-
moves of social war.
full text (and more on fiber optic sabotage): 

http://sticksandstonesscz.blogspot.com
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“occupy everything right now”
—banner at occupied New School, Dec 08

“An occupation is not a dinner party, writing an essay, or hold-
ing a meeting; it’s a car bomb. The university is our automobile, 
that vehicular modem of pure alienation, transporting us not 
outwards across space but inwards through time. If our goal is 
the explosion of time, then occupation is our dynamite… The 
university shall never again be merely the lukewarm appendage 
to civil society that our (hypo)critical theorists so highly acclaim; 
rather, as our friends in Greece have shown, the university 
can also be an appendage to civil war, a space in which im-
penetrable bodies and inflammable knowledges can conspire 
towards the dissolution of their very condition, that is, separa-
tion. Yet it is exactly that sharing between life and thought that is 
preemptively banned from the territories marked under the sign 
‘university.’ Such territories betray their innocence not only in 
their concrete unfolding, but in their very name. There is nothing 
‘universal’ about the university anymore except the universality 
of emptiness… The void should no longer be avoided; it should 
be unleashed.”

—Preoccupied: The Logic of Occupation by occupiers of the New School for Social Research, NYC, Jan ‘09

I am looking at pictures from one of the occupied universities in Athens. In the background, spraypainted birds and 
circle-As on the walls and chalkboards with scrawled diagrams of molotov cocktails, the improvised firebombs thrown 
at cops and banks while rioting. Students-and/or-insurgents pose playfully with masked faces and hammers in their 

hands. They’ve been using them to smash apart the elegant marble architecture to make into projectiles. Their arms clasp 
each other’s shoulders with real affection and over their masks dark eyes stare out with pride, determination and a joy so 
ferocious i’m almost afraid to meet its gaze.

In Greece the university forms part of a constellation of 
territory hostile to police and other governing forces, like the 
immigrant/anarchist neighborhood of Exarchia and other places 
where cops walk the streets nervously and only with overwhelm-
ing displays of force, expecting at the very least to be lit on fire. 
The self-organization that flourishes in such sites translates into 
an ability to attack—Greek anarchists, it’s been said, operate on 
the theory that “struggle should open up space for more strug-
gle.” The insurrection raging in Greece since the beginning of De-
cember has come to include many sectors of society and aspects 
of life not generally marked as political—but none of this would 
be possible if had not been launched from such a territory, which 
in the course of struggle has spread: universities, workplaces, 
government buildings occupied by people using these spaces in a 
totally different way than designed for.

This is precisely the point, to approach all terrain with 
a view from our desires, not the desires of the ruling class that 
built them to trap us in. We could occupy anything and the occu-
pied wherever could be more than more than even a space to hold 
informal assemblies or make firebombs: the metropolis becomes 
something flammable, something to be broken down, made into 
weapons, turned into resources and shared.Our existence is not 
labor that produces capital but sharing that produces community 
and attacks which produce freedom, both of which produce joy. 
Time, capitalist time, the time of work schedules, classes, ap-
pointments, deadlines, extensions, stops. The present moment 
could return and we could begin real life…

It is ridiculous to say that a society of managers and man-
aged is ever at peace, to expect that the police would act any other 
way than repressively, or that there is any other way for us to 
react: by concrete and combative reclamation of time and space, 
and the destruction of what stands in our way. Giorgio Agamben 

has written much on the “state of exception” and the bio-
politics of sovereignty: that is, how power makes itself felt on 

bodies. The state, or sovereign (governing) force, can be defined 
in part by its ability or “right’”to decide between life and death 
in a given territory: that is, who has rights, is a citizen, is worth 
something, and who is merely a living body, stripped of status 
in law except by exclusion. The sovereign rules by this unwrit-
ten law—might makes right—which underlies the various written 
laws: the rights and procedures established in a given time. Since 
the process of domination always encounters resistance, and 
thereby crisis, the “state of exception” which becomes the norm 
is invoked to recalculate the written laws. Think of the Patriot 
Act, and the expansion of state power into new forms such as 
the right-less “unlawful combatants” at Guantanamo. In another 
example, the Greek government has banned the wearing of hoods 
and masks and is threatening operations against the occupied 
academic spaces.

Turbulence has been building throughout the world against 
the capitalist “crisis,” its attendant states of exception and all 
forms of management and sovereignty. As is often the case, stu-
dents have been among the forefront of unrest and refusal. The 
role of “student,” the structure of the university itself, is incidental 
to capital and its struggles: we are all produced in one way or an-
other, our lives, our realities, by this social system, and this is why 
it reserves the right to erase us too. It is not for us to wait and obey 
patiently, even to the point of our own legal erasure, as the power-
ful go through these various maneuvers to sustain their control. 
To complain about the violence of police, to imagine a kinder, gen-
tler, way this society could be structured, are little better since the 
unwritten law of biopolitics stands. To challenge this means noth-
ing but conflict with the productive economy, class society and all 
the instruments of its defense. A real state of exception — seizing 
the space/time and the means to produce our own existence — 

to exist, for our own 
sake. —(Sticks & Stones #2)



Revolutionary movements do not spread by contamination but by resonance. Something that is constituted here 
resonates with the shock wave emitted by something over there. A body that resonates does so according to its 

own mode. An insurrection is not like a plague or a forest fire — a linear process which spreads from place to place 
after an initial spark. It rather takes the shape of a music, whose focal points, though dispersed in time and space, 
succeed in imposing the rhythm of their own vibrations, always taking on more density… When we speak of Em-
pire we name the mechanisms of power that preventively and surgically stifle any revolutionary becoming in a situ-
ation. In this sense, Empire is not an enemy that confronts us head-on. It is a rhythm that imposes itself, a way of 
dispensing and dispersing reality… What we mean by the party of insurgents is the sketching out of a complete-
ly other composition, an other side of reality, which from Greece to the French banlieues is seeking its consistency.

—The Coming Insurrection



a communique from the anonymous, leaderless resistance against all 
governing forces and all as we know it

love letterbombs and snapshots from a global civil war

an assertion of the chaotic trajectory of life over survival

a compilation of texts from the modern insurrectional whatevers

something flammable, something to be broken down, made into weapons, 
turned into resources and shared
for educational and informational purposes only, not a propaganda 
weapon meant to spark any actual revolutionary thought or activity 
something that may get you in trouble anyway if the cops find it on you, 
be careful

all of the above

a transmission of insurgent desires that will not fit into any number of 
pages, boxes or words

What are you 
holding in your 
hands?
If you were this Greek teenager, the answer 
would be, “A can of gasoline for setting 
cops on fire.” But if that isn’t you, yet, don’t 
despair, read on…


